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LEFT  IN  THE  CHAIR  IN'  THE  GARDEN  AT  DRAKE- 
LOW,  THE  SEAT  OF  SIR  N.  E.  GRESLEY,  EART. 
THE  AUTHOR  HAVING  SPENT  A  FEW  WEEKS  AT 
HIS    HOUSE. 

BY    THEOPHILU3    SWIFT,    ESQ^ 

\V  HEN  next,  ye  r.a'iads,  to  this  blefl  retreat, 
Where  Drakelou's  genius  fix'd  her  ancient  feat, 
Your  fteps  refort,  to  Grefley's  ear  convey 
This  grateful  ftrain,  th.2.lf riendjhip  burns  to  pay. 
On  that  fair  altar  let  the  mufe  impart 
The  fweet,  the  facred  incenfe  of  the  heart, 
Whofe  odours  with  unfading  fragrance  rile, 
To  virtue  dear,  delightful  to  the  (kies. 

■^'oi..  III.  B        •  Here 
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Here  as  I  fit,  and  mufe  o'er  all  the  fcene, 

Thefe  founts  of  filver,  and  thefe  fliades  of  green. 

The  mighty  owner  fills  the  poet's  mind  : — 

His  free-born  fpirit  breathes  in  every  wind  : 

His  ample  bount\',  bleffing  every  vale, 

Flows  to  jnankind — nor  fliall  the  bleffing  fail.     • 

As  Plenty's  hand  tlie  full  abundance  pours. 

Peace  guides  his  flocks,  and  Honour  guards  his  bowers ; 

The  rural  graces  at  his  gate  attend, 

And  welcome  with  a  Huiie  th'approaching  friend. 

Prompt  at  his  call,  around  his  table  ftand 

Mirth's  focial  houfehold  Gods,  a  fmiling  hand. 

Blithe  Hofpitality,  a  blooming  Lar, 

Leads  the  gay  train,  and  fliines  the  Britifh  flar. 

Shaking  ambrofial  odours  from  his  wings, 

Eejlivity  the  fumptuous  banquet  brings, 

The  Ganymede  that  waits  on  Drakelow's  Lord, 

Nor  Jove's  own  feafts  a  brighter  gueft  afibrd. 

And  fee  yon  rofy,  yellow -trefled  boy. 

His  head  with  chaplets  crown'd,  light-hearted  Joy^ 

In  large  libations  pours  the  gen'rous  bowl. 

That  fpeaks  the  greatnefs  of  its  maiter's  foul. 

Thefe,  'Grefley,  are  thine  own. — O  might  the  mufe, 
As  her  rapt  fancy  the  fond  theme  purfues. 
Tell  all  thy  woith,  and  to  the  world  proclaim 
The  graceful  luftre  of  her  Grefley's  name  : 
Mark  the  ftrong  vigor  of  thy  manly  mind, 
With  fpirit  elegant,  with  force  refin'd  ; 

Throug:h 
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Tiuough  each  hereditary  virtue  run, 

The  father's  worth  reflefled  in  the  fon  ;— 

This  fong  fhould  laft  ;  nor  wholly  vain  fliould.  flow 

Th'  impafilon'd  verfe,  that  tVienfliip  taught  to  glow. 

And  thou,  O  Trent,  whofe  liquid  treafures  lave 
Thefe  happy  walls,  with  many  a  lingering  wave, 
As  loth  like  me  to  part,  like  me  to  go, 
l^t  the  lov'd  partner  of  his  fortunes  know, 
Not  the  calm  mirror  of  thy  cryftal  ftreams 
So  placid  fmiles,  or  fo  ferenely  beams, 
As  her  mild  brow,  where  temper  'thron'd  a  grace. 
Smooths  the  fair  heaven,  that  lights  her  cloudlefs  face 
Clear  as  thy  flood  that  filent  fteals  along, 
Flows  her  deep  fenfe,  as  lucid  and  as  ftrong, 
And  thy  curl'd  bofom,  glittering  in  the  fun, 
When  noon's  bright  rays  in  dancing  fplendors  run, 
But  half  the  luftre  of  her  wit  difplays, 
Her  wit,  that  beams  with  undiminifli'd  rays. 
Nor  thefe  alone  could  animate  the  bard, 
Did  not  the  mufe  fuperior  claims  regard  ; 
Th'obliging  friend,  folicitous  to  pleafe 
With  cheerful  grace,  and  hofpitable  eafe ; 
The  wife,  that  wins  by  each  endearing  art. 
That  holds  the  firong  dominion  of  the  heart ; 
The  mother,  watchful  of  her  infant  care, 
Their  pains,  their  plcafures  fond  alike  to  fhare. 
Of  thefe  the  grateful  mufe  delights  to  tell, 
Whofe  faultering  voice  fcarce  fpeaks  the  fad  Farewell. 

B  z  .  To 
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TO  A  YOUNG  LADY  WITH  A  ROSE-BUD. 

BY    THE    SAME. 

OWEET  bud,  to  Myra*s  bofom  go. 

And  live  beneath  her  eye  ; 
There  in  the  fun  of  beauty  blow, 

Or  tafte  of  heaven  and  die. 

Sweet  earneft  of  the  blooming  year, 
Whofe  dawning  beauties  fpeak 
*  The  budding  blufli  of  fummer  near, 
The  fummer  on  her  cheek. 

Be  ft  emblem  of  the  maid  I  love, 

Refembling  beauty's  morn, 
To  Myra's  bofom  hafte  and  prove 

One  rbfe  without  a  thorn. 

TO    A    LADY,    WITH    A    ROSE. 

BY    THE    SAME. 

vV  HEN  Venus  firft  from  Ocean  fprung. 
Exulting  Earth  with  rapture  rung, 
And  gave,  on  that  delightful  morn, 
The  Rose — for  Beauty  then  was  born. 

The 


C    S    ] 

The  blooming  ftranger  Venus  views, 
Its  balmy  bhifli,  and  fun-bright  hues ; 
Marks  the  green  fence  that  guards  it  roun<!. 
For  not  one  thorn  as  yet  was  foimd  ; 
Then  kifs'd — th'  impaffion'd  Rofe  receives 
A  warmer  grace  thro'  all  the  leaves : 
In  neftar,  now,  flie  bath'd  the  bud, 
Now  plung'd  it  in  the  purple  flood — 
Inftant  the  finifli'd  wonder  grows 
The  flower  of  Love,  and  Beauty's  Rofe. 

To  Paphos  then  flie  bore  the  flower, 
And  laid  it  in  her  fav'rite  bower,  * 

Each  morn  a  purer  blufli  prepar'd. 
Each  night  its  faded  rays  repairM  ; 
And  many  a  night,  and  many  a  morn, 
Afliduous  pluck 'd  the  teeming  thorn, 
Breath'd  on  the  leaves  a  deeper  dye, 
And  newer  fweets  her  balms  fupply. 

Then  to  the  god  that  wields  the  bow. 
Which  lays  the  ftrong  and  mighty  low. 
The  fragrant  charge  flie  gave,  and  fpre^d 
Its  blufliing  honours,  whilft  flie  faid, 
*'  With  this  to  Britain's  ifle  repair — 
*'  Thofe  wingg  fliall  vraft  thee  quickly  there; 
**  When  proud  Augulla  thou  flialt  fee, 
*'  Riling  in  clouded  majefty, 
"  Some  idle  poet  fliould'ft  thou  meet, 
"  In  Park,  in  play-houfe,  church,  or  flreet, 

B  3         .  •  "Let 
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**  Let  him  his  fofteft  fong  employ, 
*'  To  hymn  this  happy  child  of  joy  ; 
*'  And  charge  him,  as  he  hopes  to  gain 
*'  One  linile  of  mine,  one  favour'd  ftrain, 
*'  To  celebrate  the  Rofe,  and  fing 
*'  This  matchlefs  marvel  of  the  fpring  ; 
**  The  brighteft  emblem  of  our  flames, 
*'  That  Beauty  loves,  that  Beauty  claims, 
"  That  Love's  own  hand  delights  to  rear, 
"  And  Delia  beft  deferves  to  wear.** 

DR.  HALLEY'S  REPLY  TO  ABP.  KING. 
BY    THE    SAME. 

Wl  T  H  age  exhaufted,  and  his  vigor  fled, 
Says  King  to  Hally,  "  I've  a  mind  to  wed  :'* 
Arch  Halley  anfwered,  with  farcaftic  face, 
*'  I  hope  you'll  make  me  chaplain  to  your  Grace.** 

J    E    K    Y    L    L: 

A      POLITICAL       ECLOGUE. 


miferahile  Carmen 


Integrate  <Sf  mtsjlli  late  loca  quejiihus  iniplet, — ViRGIL. 

I  E  K  Y  L  L,  the  wag  of  law,  the  fcribbler's  pride, 
Calne  to  the  fenate  fent — when  Townfliend  died^ 
So  I^anfdown  will'd  : — the  old  hoarfe  rook  at  reft, 
A  jackdaw-phcenix  chatters  from  his  neft. 

Statcf- 
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Statefman,  and  lav/yer  now,  with  clafhing  cares, 
Th'  important  youth  roams  thro'  the  Temple  fquares ; 
Yet  ftays  his  ftep,  where,  with  congenial  play. 
The  well-known  fountain  babbles  day  by  day  : 
The  little  fountain  ! — whofe  reftrifted  courfe. 
In  low,  faint  eflays  owns  its  fliallow  fource. 
There,  to  the  tinkling  jet  hetun'd  his  tongtie, 
While  Lanfdown's  fame,  and  Lanfdown's  fall  he  iung. 
"  Where  were  our  friends,  when  the  remorfelefs  crevr 
"  Of   felon    whigs — great    Lanfdown'3    pow'r    o'er- 

threw  ? 
*'  For  neither  then,  within  St.  Stephen's  wall 
"  Obedient  Weftcote  hail'd  the  Treafury-call ; 
**  Nor  treachery  then  had  branded  Eden's  fame, 
*•  Or  taught  mankind  the  mifcreant  Minchin's  namCf 
*'  Joyful  no  more  (tho'  Tommy  fpoke  fo  long) 
**  Was  high-bom  Howard's  cry,  or  Powney's  prat- 

*'  tling  tongue. 
**  Vain  was  thy  roar,  Mahon  ! — tho'  loud  and  deep  ;  ^ 
"  Not  our  own  Gilbert  could  be  rous'd  from  fleep. 
*•  No  bargain  yet,  the  tribe  of  Phipps  had  made  : 
"  Lanfdown !  you  fought  in  vain  ev'n  Mulgrave's 

"  aid ; 
"  Mul  grave — at  whofe  harih  fcream,  in  wild  furprife, 
"  The //>eec/jlc/s  Speaker  lifts  his  drowfy  eyes. 
*♦  Ah !  haplefs  day  !  ftill,  as  thy  hours  retym, 
"  Let  Jefuits,  Jews,  and  fad  Diflenters  mourn ! 

B  4  «  Each 
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*'  Each  quack  and  fympathizing  juggler  groan, 

"While  bankrupt  brokers  echo  moan  for  moan. 

**  Oh !    muchlov'd  peer  !  -—my  patron  !  — model !  — 

«'  friend! 
"  How  does  thy  alter 'd  ftate  my  bofom  rend. 
"  Alas !  the  ways  of  courts  are  ftrange  and  dark  ! 
**  Pitt  fcajpce  would  make    thee  now  —  a  Treafury* 

"clerk!" 
Stung  with  the  maddening  tliought,  liis   griefs,  his 

fears 
Diflblve  the  plaintive  councellor  in  tears. 
"  How  oft,"  he  cries,  "  has  wretched  Lanfdowm  faid  j 
*'  Curs'd.hethetoilfome  hour  shy  Jlatef men  led! 
"  Oh  !  b(;t4  f^iad  heaven  ordairid  my  humbler  fate 
"  A  fOUMtty  gmtltman's — of  fiiiall  ejiate — 
"  /f'/V/j  Price /tV(^Priellley,  in  fame  dijiant  grove-,  - 

"  IjlefiJ  had  led  the  lo^vly  life  I  lo-ve. 
*'   Thou,  Price!  had  deign'' d  to  calculate  my  focks  ! 
•*  Thou,  Prieftley  !  fav'd.  them  from  the  lightning  fhocks! 
"   Unkno'wn  the  forms  and  tcmpefs  of  the  fate"- 
*'   Unfelt  the  mean  ambition  to  he  great  ;——— 
"  ln^o\\qo6.*B  fade  had  paf  my  peaceful  di^ySy    . 
"  Far  from  the  toxvn  anditsdclufve  Kvays; 
"   The  cryfial  hook  tny  hen^rage — and  my  food 
"  Hips,  cornelsy  haivs,  and  berries  of  the  ivood,** 
"Bleftpeer!  eternal  wreaths  adorn  thy  brow ! 
♦'  Thou  Cincinnatug  of  the  Britifli  plough  1 

"  But, 
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*'  But,  roufe  again  thy  talents  and  thy  zeal ! 

*'  Thy  Sovereign,  fure,  muft  wifli  thee  Priiy-feah 

*'  Or  what  if  from  the  feals  thou  art  debarr'd  ? 

*'  Chandos,  atleaH,  he  might  for //^e^  difcard.' 

"  Come,  Lanfdown !  come — thy  life,  no  more  thy  ovrn, 

"  Oh  !  brave  again  the  fmoke  and  nolle  of  town  : 

*'  For  Britain's  fake,  the  weight  of  greatnefs  bear, 

"  And  fufter  honors  thou  art  doom'd  to  wear." 

To  thee  her  Princes,  lo  !  where  India  fends, 

All  Benfield's  here — and  there  all  HaAings'  friends ; 

Macpherfon — Wraxall — S  uUivan — behold ! 

Call, — Barwell — Middleton — with  heaps  of  gold ! 

Rajahs-^Nabobs — from  Oude — Tanjore- — Arcot — 

And  fee! — (nor,  oh  1  difdainhim!)  Major  Scot. 

Ah !  give  the  Major  but  one  gracious  Nod  : 

Ev'n  Pitthimfelf  once  deign'd  to  court  the  fquad. 

"  Oh  !  be  it  theirs^  with  more  than  patriot  heat, 

*'  To  fnatch  thy  virtues  from  their  lov'd  retreat 

**  Drag  thee  relu6tant  to  the  haunts  of  men, 

"  And  make  thee  minifter — Oh!  God! — but  when!" 

Thus  mouin'd  the  youth — 'till,  funk  in  penlive  grief, 
He  woo'd  his  handkerchief  for  foft  relief. 
In  either  pocket  either  hand  he  threw  ; 
When,  lo  ! — from  each,  a  precious  tablet  flew. 
This, — his  fage  patron's  wond'rous  fpeech'ori  trade  ; 
This, — his  own  book  of  farcafms  ready  made. 
Tremendoiis  book  I — thoti  motley  Magazine 
Of  flale  feverifies,  and  pilfer'd  fpleen  I 

B  5  Oh! 
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Oh !  rich  in  ill ! — within  thy  leaves  entXvinM, 

What  glittering  adders  lurk  to  fting  the  mind. 

Satire's  Mufeum  ! — with  Sir  Afhton's  lore, 

The  naturalill  of  malice  eyes  thy  itore  : 

Ranging,  with  fell  Virtu,  his  poifonous  tribes 

Of  embryo  fneers,  and  animalcule  gibes. 

Here  infeft  puns  their  feeble  wings  expand. 

To  fpeed,  in  little  flights,  their  lord's  command  : 

There,  in  their  paper  chryfalis,  he  fees 

Specks  of  bon  mots,  and  eggs  of  repartees. 

In  modern  fpirits  ancient  wit  he  fteeps ; 

If  not  its  glofs,  the  reptile's  venom  keeps : 

Thy  quaintnefs,  Dunning !  but  without  thy  fenfe ; 

And  juft  enough  of  B 1,  for  otfence. 

On  thefe  lov'd  leaves  a  tranfient  glance  he  threw : 
But  weightier  themes  his  anxious  thoughts  purfue. 
Deep  fenatorial  pomp  intent  to  reach, 
With  ardent  eyes  he  hangs  o'er  Lanfdown's  fpeech. 
Then,  loud  the  youth  proclaims  the  enchanting  words 
'  That  charm'd  the  "  noble  natures"  of  the  lords. 

*'  Loji  and obfcur'd  in 'Qowood,^^  humble  bovj'r^ 
**  No  party  tool — no  candidate  for  fovS'r — 
•'  I  come  ^  my  lords!  an  hermit  from  my  cell^ 
**  A.  few  blunt  truths  in  my  plain  flyle  to  tell. 
*•  Highly  I  praife  your  late  commercial  plan  • 
*'  Kingdoms  Jhould  all  unite — like  man  and  man.. 
*•  The  French  love  peace— 'ambition  they  deteft : 
"  But  CheThurg's  frightful  works  deny  me  refi, 

a  ««  mth 
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"  With  joy  I  fee  new  ivealthfor  Britain  Jh.'f>p' J. 

♦♦  Lifbon's  a  frovvard  child,  and  fliould  be  whipp'd. 

"  Te/  VonngzVs  our  old  and  bejl  ally, 

•'  And  GdSYic  faith  is  but  a  Jlender  tie. 

**  My  lords  !  the  manufaiturer'j  a  fool ; 

"  71??^  clothier,  too,  knoius  nothing  about  ivool: 

*'  Their  interefisfiill  demand  our  confant  care  ; 

♦'  Their  griefs  are  mine — \!a.<Si\x  fears  are  my  defpair, 

"  My  lords  !  my  foul  is  big  with  dire  alarms ; 

*•  Turks,  Germans,  Ruffians,  Pruffians,  all  in  arms ! 

*'  j1  noble  Pole   (Pm  proud  to  call  him  friend  !) 

* '  Tells  me  of  things— I  cannot  comprehend. 

*'  Tour  lordjbips''  hairs  -woiddfland  on  end  to  hear 

*•  My  lafl  difpatches  from  the  Grand  Vizier. 

"  The  fears  of  Dantzick-merchants  canh  be  told ; 

•'  Accounts  from  Cracow  make  my  blood  run  cold. 

♦•  The  fate  of  Vortfmouth,  and  of  Vlymomh  Docks, 

*'  Tour  Trade — your  Taxes — Army — Navy — Stocks-^ 

*'  All  haunt  me  in  my  dreams  ;   and,  nuhen  I  rife, 

**  The  Bank  of  Englandylvrr^j  my  open  eyes. 

*'  Ifee—'I  knovj  fome  dreadful  form  is  brewing  ; 

*'  Arm  all  your  coafs— your  Navy  is  your  ruin. 

"  J  fay  it  fill ;   but  (let  me  be  believed) 

"  In  xYiiiyour  lordjhips  have  been  much  deceived. 

**  v^jioble  'Dvl]^.^  affirms,  I  like  \i\%  plan  : 

*•  I  never  did,  my  lords  !— I  never  can — 

**  Shame  on  the fanderous  breath  !  vohich  dares  infill 

'*  That  /j  who  now  condemn,  advised  the  ill, 

B  6  "Plain 
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*♦  Plain  words,  thatik  Hea-v'n  !  are  alnuays  nndcrftooi: 
'  *  /  could  approve^  I /aid— but  not  I  would. 
'  Anxlaui  to  make  the  noble  Duke  content, 
*'  My  vienu  vjasji/Ji  to  feem  to  gi've  confenf, 
*'  UljUe  all  the  ivorld  might  fee  that  nothing  lefs  tvas 
'*  meant  J''' 

While  J^kyll  thus,  the  rich  exhauftlefs  ftore 
Of  Lanfdown's  rhetoric  ponders  o'er  and  o'er; 
And,  rapt  in  happier  dreams  of  future  days, 
His  patron's  triumphs  in  his  own  furveys  ; 
Admiring  barrifters  in  crowds  refort 
From  Figtree — Brick — Hare — Pump— -and    Garden 

Court. 
Anxious  they  gaze — and  watch  with  filent  awe 
The  motley  fon  of  politics  and  law. 
Meanwhile,  with  fofteft  fmiles  and  courteous  bows. 
He,  graceful  bending,  greets  their  ardent  vows. 

"  Thanks,  generous  friends,"  he- cries,  "  kind  Tem- 
**  piers,-  thanlcs ! 
"  Tho'  now,  with  Lanfdown's  band,  your  Jekyll  ranks, 
*'  Think  not,  he  wholly  quits  black-letter  cares  ; 
"  Still — ftill  the  laivyer  with  \htjlatefman  fuares." 

But,  fee  !  the  fliades  of  night  o'erfpread  the  Ikies  ! 
Thick  fogs  and  vapours  from  the  Thaines  arife. 
Far  diHerent  hopes  our  feparate  toils  infpii^e  : 
To  parchment  you,  znd  precedent  retire. 
With  deeper  bronze  your  darkeft  looks  imbrown, 
Adjuil  your  brows  for  the  danurring  frown : 

Brood 
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Brood  o'er  the  fierce  rebutters  of  the  bar. 

And  brave  the  ijpie  of  the  gowned  war. 

Me,  all  unpradis'd  in  the  balhful  mood, 

Strange,  novice  thoughts,  and  alien  cares  delude. 

Yes,  rnddcjl  Eloquence  !  ev'n  /  muft  court 

For  once,  with  mimic  vows,  thy  coy  fupport. 

Oh !  would'ft  thou  lend  the  femblancfe  of  my  charms ! 

Feign 'd  agitations,  and  alTum'd  alarms  ; 

'Twere  all  I'd  afk  : — but  for  one  day  alone 

To  ape  thy  downcaft  look— thy  fuppliant  tone  : 

To  paufe— and  bow  with  hefitating  grace 

Here  try  to  falter — there  a  word  mifplace  : 
Long-banifhed  bluflies  this  pale  cheek  to  teach. 
And  aft  the  miferies  of  a  maiden  fpeech. 


\,V.e 
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**  Plain  words,  thank  Heaven  !  are  altvays  tinderftooi: 
'  *  /  could  approve^  I fald — lut  mt  I  would, 
'  jduxiffus  to  make  the  noble  Duke  content^ 
*'  My  vlevj  ivas  juji  to  feem  to  give  co?ifenfy 
"  While  all  the  =voorld  might  fee  that  nothing  lefs  tt'^J 
'*  meanty  ^ 

While  J^kyll  thus,  the  rich  exhauftlefs  ftore 
Of  Lanfdown's  rhetoric  ponders  o'er  and  o'erj 
And,  rapt  in  happier  dreams  of  future  days. 
His  patron's  triumphs  in  his  own  furveys  ; 
Admiring  barrifters  in  crowds  refort 
From  Figtree— -Brick — Hare"--Puxnp — and    Garden 

Court. 
Anxious  they  gaze — and  watch  with  filent  awe 
The  motley  fon  of  politics  and  law. 
jSIeanwhile,  with  fofteft  fmiles  and  courteous  bows. 
He,  graceful  bending,  greets  their  ardent  vows. 

"  Thanks,  generous  friends,"  he- cries,  "  kind  Tem- 
"  piers,-  thanks ! 
"  Tho'  now,  with  Lanfdown's  band,  your  Jekyll  ranks, 
"  Think  not,  he  wholly  quits  black-letter  cares  j 
*'  Still — ftill  the  lavjyer  with  thtjlatefman  fiiares." 

But,  fee  !  the  fliades  of  night  o'erfpread  the  Ikies  ! 
Thick  fogs  and  vapours  from  the  Thraiies  arife. 
Far  ditferent  hopes  our  feparate  toils  infpire  : 
'To parchment  you,  and  precedent  retire. 
With  deeper  bronze  your  darkell  looks  imbrown, 
Adjull  your  brows  for  the  dtmurring  frown : 

Brood 
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Brood  o'er  the  fierce  rebutters  of  the  bar. 

And  brave  the  ij^ue  of  the  gowned  war. 

Me,  all  unpra£tis'd  in  the  bailifiil  mood, 

Strange,  novice  thoughts,  and  alien  cares  delude. 

Yes,  moiieji  Eloquence  !  ev'n  /  mufl  court 

For  once,  with  mimic  vows,  thy  coy  fupport. 

Oh !  would'ft  thou  lend  the  femblancfe  of  my  charms ! 

Feign 'd  agitations,  and  alTum'd  alarms  ; 

'Twere  all  I'd  aflc  : — but  for  one  day  alone 

To  ape  thy  downcaft  look— thy  fuppliant  tone  : 

To  paufe — and  bow  with  hefitating  grace—— 

Here  try  to  falter — there  a  word  mifplace  : 

Long-banifhed  bluflies  this  pale  cheek  to  teach. 

And  aft  the  miferies  of  a  maiden  f^ieech. 


\_V.e 


Drury  Lane,  Nov,  li. 

Dear  Wild, 

By  particular  dejire,  our  Veftal  is  not  transferable,  but 

■n-e  have  a  fpare  Venus  and  duplicate  Jtmo's  ;  fo  fend  a 

hackney-coach  for  which-ever  fuits  you. — The  fcheme  for 

Smith  won't  do — but  change  your  Play  to  any  thing ;   for 

we'll  tack  TJje  Camp  to  Tht  School  for  Scandal,  to  fecure 

you  an  overflow. 

Thoroughly  your's, 

HOPKINS. 


Convent  Garden,  Nov.  1 2 , 
My  dear  Fellow, 
Here's  the  Devil  to  do  about  our  Tuefday's  Panto- 
mime— the  blackfmith  can't  repair  our  great  Serpent  till 
Friday,  and  the  old  Camel  that  we  thought  quite  found 
has  Broke  dowii  vat  rehearfal,  fo  pray  fend  us  your  Ele- 
phant by  the  bearer,  and  a  fmall  Tyger  with  the  longeft 
tail  you  can  pick  out.  I  muft  trouble  you  too  for  a 
dozen  of  yolir  bfeft  dancing  Shepherds  for  that  night ; 
for  though  1  fee  you'll  want  them  for  Hi^hzvaymcn  in  the 
Beggai'^s  Opera,  they'll  be  quite  in  time  for  os  after-- 

wards. 

For  ever  completely  your's, 

WILD. 
D'rury 
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Drury  Lanty  Nov.  11* 
Z)<r/jtr  Wild, 
I  juft  \*'rite  you  a  line  while  the  beafts  are  packing  up, . 
to  beg  you'll  not  be  out  of  fpirits,  as  you  may  depend  on 
the  Shepherds,  and  any  other  animals  you  have  occafion 
for.     I  have  it  in  orders  to  acquaint  you  too,  that  as  we 
don't  ufe  Henderfon  for  Faljiaf  on  Friday,  you  may  have 
him  for  Richard^  with  a  dozen  and  a  half  of  our  Soldiers 
for  Bop-jjorth  Fields  only  begging  you*ll  return  'em  «• 
in  time  for  Cofcbtatb» 

Totally  your's, 
HOPKINS; 

Lend  me  a  Cupid^nimQ  has  got  the  meafles. 

Coveni  Garden^  Nov%  12 » 

2>ear  Hopkins, 

Thank  you  fov  Henderfon  and  the  Soldiers — do  let  them 

bring  their  helmets,  for  our's  are  tinning. — The  bearer 

is  our  Cupid,    at   a  fiuUing  a  night,   finding  his  own 

wings.  ' 

Genuinely  your*s, 

WILD. 


Olf 
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eK   THE    APPROACHING    DISSOLUTION    OF   A   VEltY 

PLEASANT    PARTY    AT    REDLYNCH, 
FEB.  21,    1784. 

SY    THE    EARL    OF    ILCHESTER, 

The  time  draws  nigh,  when  deareft  friends  muft  part, 

Howe'er  repugnant  to  the  focial  heart ; 

Leave  the  dear  circle  of  a  friendly  fire, 

Where  eafe  and  freedom  join'd,  gay  thoughts  infpirc. 

There  no  reftraint  the  mind  controuls,  no  dread 

That  words  once  utter'd,  would  be  beft  unfaid  : 

But  each  incline  the  way  his  humour  leads, 

And  Crack  the  joke  that  fportive  fancy  breeds  ; 

Without  referve  fliall  fing,  fhall  chat,  Ihall  laugh. 

And  drink  plain  water,  or  Madeira  quaff; 

Each  pafs  the  morn  the  way  he  beft  may  hit. 

In  riding,  walking,  or  at  fober  whift  ; 

And  fliould  not  books  their  wonted  pleafure  yield, 

Inclin'd  to  aftive  fports,  may  take  the  field. 

Adieu  then,  all  the  pleafant  walks  we've  ta'en 

To  Shipton,  Godminfter,  and  Dropping  Lane  ! 

No  more  the  woods  their  fylvan  dames  fliall  boaft. 

But  mourn  in  hollow  founds  their  beauties  loft ! 

No  fair  protedtrefs,  by  her  nod  to  fpare 

The  painted  pheafant,  or  the  timid  hare. 

Shall  there  be  found,  alike  they  now  muft  run 

The  direful  chance  of  the  remorfelefs  gun  I 

Adieu. 
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Adieu  then,  Commerce  !  and  Adieu,  Picquet  I 

Adieu  the  frolics  of  our  lively  fet ! 

No  more  the  winged  lark,  to  pleafe  the  fair. 

With  rapid  ftrokes  fliall  cut  the  liquid  air. 

No  longer  fhall  from  hand  to  hand  rebound. 

Nor  echo  double  the  repeated  found  : 

No  meriy  ev'nings  will  there  now  be  feen. 

No  flipper  Bychin  *  clofe  the  midnight  fcene ; 

Then  why  we  part  I  can  no  reafon  give, 

friends  thus  united  could  for  ever  live  : 

Nor  fliould  you  find  your  hoft  could  wiili  your  fiay 

Were  fliorten'd  even  by  a  fingle  day  : 

But  fince  fate  bids  that  we  fo  foon  muft  part, 

Take  the  efFulions  of  a  grateful  heart, 

Take  all  I  have,  'tis  thanks,  and  firft  they're  due 

To  -j- Harriet,  Marg'ret,  and  to  little  Lu, 

My  friend  the  J  Vice  and  all  the  little  tribe 

Of  prattlers  here,  whom  thus  I  fhall  defcribe  j 

As  Toby,  Charles,  Mifs  Lilly,  Ikinny  flie, 

The  lively  Kate,  ftout  Mullapha  and  Fee  !  § 

To  you  too  Mrs.  Charles  ||  my  thanks  belong. 

And  eke  your  focial  fpoufe  fliall  (hare  my  fong  ; 

*  A  Welch  term  for  a  fecond  fupper  late  in  the  night, 
-f-  Lady  Harriet  Acland  and  Lady  Lucy  Digby,  fiftcrs  of  Lord  Ilchefter. 
X  Hon.  Steplien  Digby,  brother  to  Lord  Digby,  and  Vice  Chanvberl^ia 
to  the  Queen. 

§  Children  of  Lady  Harriet's  and  Lady  Lucy's. 
H  Hon.  Mrs.  C.  Digby. 

Whsl 
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What  tho'  y6u  chide  in  fo  fevere  a  ftile, 

Yoii  wear  no  angry  faee  without  a  fmile. 

What  tho'  this,  Campbell,  be  your  firft  eflay, 

To  vifit  Redlynch,  yet  yaur  friendly  ftay. 

My  mufe  fliall  praife  ;  fhe  fhall  alike  lament, 

Your  courfe  fo  foon  is  to  the  northward  bent : 

Yet  flill  1  truft  that  you  who've  gone  fo  far, 

To  brave  the  dangers  of  a  fatal  war, 

Gone  miles  by  thoufands  England's  broils  to  end, 

Will  think  but  light  of  hundreds  for  a  friend. 

Your  abfence,  *  Col'nel,  give  not  fo  much  fear, 

Your  home  to  Redlj'nch  is  fo  very  near; 

For  public  good  you  work  with  double  hand. 

Now  wield  the  truncheon,  and  now  till  the  land. 

And  tho'  you  feck  the  military  plain. 

Your  farm  is  fure  to  bring  you  back  again. 

Th'  Oxonian  Charles  f  whene'er  his  term  is  o*er. 

Thinks  of  his  College  and  his  gown  no  more  j 

Flies  to  the  weft,  impatient  to  purfue 

Thofe  fports,  which  many  haplefs  ducks  fhall  nie  ; 

And  with  quaint  fayings  which  can  no  one  hurt, 

His  mirth  fhall  pleafe,  his  gravity  divert, 

Nor  fhall  thofe  friends  who  live  in  Difcove  lot,  J 

In  this  poor  verfe  be  totally  forgot ; 

*  Lieut.  Col.  Strangway?,  his  Lordftiip's  next  brother,  a  great  farmer. 
■}•  Hon.  Ch.  Strangxvays,  his  Lordrtiip's  third  brother. 
X  A  cottage  clofe  to  the  park,  fitted  up  by  his  Lordlhip's  mother,"and 
Mhcre  /he  paflcs  every  Chriftmas. 

No, 


No,  "'tis  a  comfort  they  refide  fo  near, 

And  health  continues  with  each  growing  year ! 

Still  it  remains  fincerely  to  regret, 

That  O  *  and  Sufan  had  not  join'd  our  fet ; 

She,  whofe  good  fenfe  is  ever  fliewn  ;  with  eafe. 

With  judgement  found,  and  manners  form'd  to  pleafe: 

And  he,  whofe  lively  talents  always  fliine. 

Who  blends  fo  much  go'od  humour  with  his  wine, 

Whofe  fertile  fancy,  and  whofe  fprighrly  wit, 

Alike  the  tafte  of  ev'ry  party  hit. 

Oh  !  had  Hygeia  fmil'd  he  had  been  there. 

May  then  Hygeia  fmile,  fliall  be  my  pray'r  ! 

We  part,  and  all  to  ditF'rent  fpots  refort, 

Lu  feeks  the  town,  the  Vice  the  fplendid  Court ; 

f  You  too,  your  children  with  maternal  care 

T'  improve,  the  chilling  winds  regardlefs  dare, 

For  them  you  fly  from  Pixton's  diftant  parts, 

To  feek  the  feats  of  the  politer  arts ; 

And  you,  fo  fure  to  be  eclips'd  by  none,  \ 

Dare  meet  the  beauties  of  the  Polygon, 

Yet  truft,  my  Mary,  j  of  thefe  friends  bereft, 

We  ftill  {hall  find  a  lafting  comfort  left ; 

Look  round  and  view  the  circle  at  your  feet, 

The  lively  bleffings  of  our  calm  retreat : 

*  Wm.  O'Brien,  Efq.  baniftcr  at  law,  married  to  Lady  Sufan,  his 
Lordihip's  eldefV  fifter. 
f  Lady  Harriet  Acland. 
X  Countefs  of  Ilchefter. 

Thefc 
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Thefe  with  their  merry  tales  fliall  life  beguile, 
And  keep  it  fleeting  in  perpetual  fmile. 
Once  more  adieu  !  and  hear  a  faithful  friend, 
May  health  and  happinefs  your  fteps  attend ! 
And  promife  all  to  grant  this  laft  my  pray'r, 
Thus  to  revifit  Redlynch  ev'ry  year ! 

Written  in  Hatfield,  the  ibth  «7/*July,    1783,  oh  feeing  the 
Horfes  belonging  to  the  Countefs  ij/"  Salifbiuy  run  off'n.nth 
the  Carriage.,   the  Moment  her  Ladyjhip  quitted  it^   Ivt 
Jlopped  imtnediately  on  her  Approach. 

W  HEN  the  enchanting  Cecil  drove 
The  car  of  Beauty,  crown'd  with  Love, 

The  Sun's  vicegerent  here, 
With  confcious  pride,  her  gen'rous  fteedi 
Flew  wkh  her  o'er  th'  enamel'd  meads. 

Proud  fo  much  worth  to  bear ! 

No  fooner  had  the  fair  withdrawn 

From  Iter  mild  reign,  than  o'er  the  lawn 

The  forrowing  courfers  ran ! 
Thro'  rofy  bower,  thro'  woodbine  fliade, 
Sequefter'd  gloom,  and  opening  glade, 

They  fcorn'd  the  voice  of  man  ! 

*Twas  thus  when  Phaeton  rul'd  the  fkies, 
Th'  aftonifh'd  world  with  vaft  furprife 
Beheld  the  ambitious  boy. 

With 
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"With  horror  ftruck,  mankind  then  ikw 
Great  Nature  ftarting  from  her  law  ; 
This  haplefs  globe  dellroy  ! 

At  laft  bright  Sol  refum'd  his  fway, 
Reftor'd  the  world  to  perfect  day, 

With  gladnefs  Nature  crown'd ! 
So  when  fweet  Salilbury  appear'd, 
Her  well-known  voice  with  joy  they  heard, 

Her  fway  with  transport  own'd  ! 

J.    T LL. 

Tlje  foUovolng  lines  are  the  fuhjlance  of  a.  converfatlnn  Ic 
tnveen  the  Hon.  Henry  Erfkine  and  a  certain  northern 
DuchefSf*  7iot  more  Aijiinguijhed  hy  her  beauty  than  her 
•ujit  and  happy  talent  at  repartee^  in  which  alfo  it  is  luell 
hw<wn  the  horwuralle  gentler/tan  is  peculiarly  eminent. 
The  thought  luas  almojl  irijlantly  turned  into  rhyme  hy  thi 
Author  of  the  Cave  of  Morar. 

"W"hY  don't  your  Grace,  {d^A  Erfiine,  ftill  refidc 
With  us,  in  George* s  Square^  our  joy  and  pride  ? 
Won't  you  return  ?  No,  no,  reply'd  her  Grace, 
I  do  not  like  it — 'tis  a  vile  dull  place. 
That  is,  quoth  he,  as  if  the  Sun  fliould  fay,' 
*'  A  vile  dark  morning  this — I  will  not  rife  to-day.*' 
Sept.  1 6,   1786. 

*  Duchefs  of  Gordon; 

HOME- 
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HOMERIC    ANECDOTE,     ; 

WITH    SOME    VERSES    SUBJOINED. 
BY  WM.    J.     BAKER,   ESO* 

A  T  Dodor  J — ph — n's,  in  the  north  of  Ireland,  one 
of  his  fons  happened  to  be  engaged  in  reading  a  portion 
of  Homer's  Iliad  for  a  college  examination.  Having 
met  with  a  very  minute  enumeration  of  the  articles  of 
Juno's  drefs,  as  mentioned  on  the  occafion  of  her  projeft 
to  furprife  and  charm  Jupiter,  the  ftudent  with  a  view 
to  help  his  memory,  took  down  on  a  flip  of  paper  the 
feveral  ornaments  of  the  Goddefs  as  they  occurred. 

Some  little  time  after  Mrs.  J — ^ph — n  had  occafion,  as 
was  often  the  cafe,  to  fend  to  Raphoe,  a  neighbouring 
town  for  fome  houfehold  necelTaries — the  memorandum 
above-mentioned  happening  to  lye  in  her  way,  and  re- 
fembling  one  Ihe  had  written  herfelf  on  the  occafion,  it 
was  given  to  the  meflenger,  with  ftrift  charge  to  procure 
every  artiele  it  contained — This  injunction  was  by  no 
means  thrown  away  on  the  faithful  Mercury,  inafmuch 
as  he  fpentthe  greateft  part  of  the  day  (quite  unaccoun- 
tably to  Mrs.  J — n)  in  fearch  of  the  various  and  uncom- 
mon articles  ncceiTary  to  pleafe  the  toilet  of  the  Queea 
of  the  flcies^  who,  we  may  eafily  fuppofe,  from  her  ge- 
neral anxiety  on  the  fubjeCt  of  her  perfonal  attractions, 
but  more  particularly  from  the  fpur  of  the  occafion,  had 
I  herfelf 
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herfelf  fpared  neither  pains  nor  expence  in  this  purfuit. 
The  milliners  and  haberdafliers  were,  as  may  be  well  be- 
jievcd,  taken  a  little  out  of  their //>here ;  yet  what  with 
their  defire  to  pleafe,  and  the  determined  diligence  of 
the  meflenger,  the  articles  in  the  memorandum,  with 
fcarcely  any  exceptioii,  were  brought  home  as  good  as 
the  town  could  aftbrd  them.  This  makntenduy  in  a  claf- 
lical  family,  very  naturally,  was  thought  to  make  ample 
amends  by  its  diverting  fingularity,  for  any  little  difap- 
pointment  in  the  houfe-keeping  way.  This  circumftance 
was  told  me  by  John  J — n,  who  w^as  a  witnefs  of  it ;  and 
he  added,  that  when  I  next  converfed  with  Apollo  or  the 
Mufes,  1  fliould  do  well  to  tranfmit  through  them,  this 
interefting  intelligence  to  the  goddcfs  in  queftion.  My 
anfwer  in  the  following  linos  may  come  in  here  not  im- 
properly in  the  way  of  epilogue : 

So,  it  feems  you're  furpriz'dany  creature  fliouId  go 
To  feek  Juno's  attire  at  the  town  of  Raphoe, 
But  the  matter  to  me  appears  quite  a  plain  c;:f';, 
For  a  *  Venus  of  late  you  know  livM  at  the  place  ; 
And  wherever  fhe  chufes  to  fix  her  abod?, 
'Tis  no  wonder  that  drefs  fliould  be  well  uiiderftood. 
I  Ve  no  time  of  late  the  coy  mufcs  to  fallow, 
And  little  or  nothing  to  do  with  Apollo  ; 

*'  Mrs.  P 1,  then  newly  married. 

Vol.  IlL  C  But 
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B\it  can  tell  you  that,  in  about  nine  months  or  fa, 
Madame  *  Juno  fets  out  on  atrip  to  Raphoe, 
And  the  things  may  be  fent  to  the  heavenly  dame, 
If  yoii  find  that  the  fefhion  coatinues  the  fame. 

VERSES    TO    J.    L— T— E,    ESC^ 

-•IVING  SOME   ACCOUNT    OF    THE   PASSAGE   FROM 
DUBLIN   TO  HOLYHEAD. 

'  EY  W.    J.    BAKER. 

Holyhead,  Dec,   10,   1788. 

I  RETIRE  for  an  hour  ere  the  paffengers  dine, 
On  my  fortunate  voyage  to  write  you  a  line. 
That  I  waited  fo  long  I  have  caufe  to  be  glad. 
For  a  plcafanter  paflage  I  never  yet  had. 
*Twas  about  twelve  laft  night  when  I  crept  into  bed, 
And  at  waking  I  found  myfelf  juft  at  the  head. 
Ten  hours  in  the  whole  brought  us  all  fafe  to  fhore. 
In  confcience  how  could  we  have  wifh'd  any  more ! 

No  toffing,  nor  tumbling,  nor  naufea  was  felt. 
No  groanings  were  heard,  and  no  odours  were  fmelt. 
No  ladies  annoy'd  us  with  fearful  fuggeftions. 
No  iilew'rd  was  tormented  with  numberlefs  queftions ; 
No  bafons  were  fcreech'd  for  with  hideous  impatience, 
No  whining  difturb'd  us,  nor  loud  imprecations, 

*  Juao  Lvicioa. 

N© 
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No  clatter  on  deck,  nox  Jlridcrqtit  rudtntum^ 
No  flapping  of  fails  as  if  thunder  had  rent  'era. 
With  a  fteady  northweft  we  kept  right  a  head  fteering, 
And  the  *  Herring  pond  crofsM  without  tacking  or  veer- 
ing. 
So  the  ftores  which  your  good-natur'd  care  had  provided, 
•Mongft  the  voracious  failors  at  morn  were  divided ; 
And  firft  the  roall  pullets  afforded  them  fport, 
And  next  they  fell  foul  of  your  excellent  port ; 
The  fixpenny  loaf  into  pieces  was  cut. 
And  each  made  its  way  to  fome  ravenous  gut. 
Aboard  were  fome  people  whom  nobody  kno^jjs^ 
No  gens  comme  ilfaut,  neither  ladies  nor  beaux, 
The  f  Bifliop  I  found  here  on  coming  afliore. 
Lord  S — n — r — n  fet  out  fome  minutes  before. 
The  firft  was  a  day  more  at  fea  than  your  humble, 
The  latter  ten  hours,  fo  I  have  no  right  to  grumble. 
His  Majefty's  yacht,  and  four  packets  befide. 
Came  in  hot  and  hot  in  the  laft  but  one  tide. 
The  chaifes  draw  up  for  the  trunks  to  be  tied  on^ 
For  two  lufty  reafons,  I  hope  for  a  wide  one. 
The  fpatchcocks  and  beef-ftakes  now  claim  my  attention. 
Dear  Sir,  I'm  more  your's  than  I've  nOw  time  to  men- 
tion. 

*  A  polite  terra  for  the  Irirti  channel. 
f  Of  C—f— t. 

C  a  IN. 
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INSCRIPTION, 

TOR  MRS.    L.'s  COTTAGE  at  H N. 

BY  W.  J.  BAKER, 

This  humble  and  modeft  retreat. 

Where  Peace  and  Simplicity  dwell, 
A  few  artlefs  verfes  fhall  greet, 

No  others  would  fuit  it  ib  well. 

Here  wood,  lawn,  and  water  are  nigh. 

The  lonely  and  cheerful  combin'd, 
Here  landicape  indulges  the  eye, 

Andfweet  contemplation  the  mind. 

Here  often  at  eve  and  at  mom 

Shall  fome  gladfome  paftime  be  found. 

And  all  worldly  cares  quite  forfworn, 
Contentment  fliall  fmile  all  around. 

Hard  by  fee  the  clear  dimpling  rill. 

That  wears  its  fantaftical  courfe  ; 
Yet  fome  jealous  pow'r,  alas^  ftill 

Obftrufts  but  too  often  its  fource.  * 

*  The  ftream  had  unfortunately  become  dry  more  than  once. 

Nor 
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Nor  yet  be  the  fountain  untold, 

Wc  call  by  fo  precious  a  name,  * 
And  furer  than  letters  of  gold. 

This  honour  endears  it  to  fame. 

The  fwains  did  the  river  God  fpy, 

Uplifting  his  fedge-tufted  head, 
And  ecftafy  beanl'd  in  his  eye. 

While  to  Naiads  and  Zephyrs  he  faid :  ^ 

Here  henceforth  my  court  lliall  I  keep. 

And  here  let  your  homage  be  paid. 
My  flream  fhall  reluftantly  creep, 

By  the  charms  of  the  landfcape  delay 'd. 

And  ftill  as  the  high  fwclKng  tides 

In  mifchievous  pride  fhall  defcend, 
Each  pow'r  my  command  that  abides, 

This  favour'd  retreat  fh  all  defend. 

Here  Zephyr  fweep  gently  along, 
To  court  the  fmooth  cheek  of  the  fair. 

And  long  let  the  rofes  be  young, 
That  beauty  and  health  planted  there. 

And  ne'er  let  the  moment  arrive, 

When  pleafures  fo  pure  (hall  not  pleafc, 

S  carce  would  it  be  worth  while  to  live, 
If  loft  to  enjoyments  like  thefe. 

*  Mrs.  L — 's  Chrifiian  name. 

C  3  CAN- 
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CANZONE      DI      PETRARCA. 

C^  H I A  R  E,  frefche  e  dolci  acquc, 
Ove  le  belle  membra 
Pofe  colei  che  fola  a  me  par  donna ; 

Gentil  rarao  ove  piacque 
(Con  fofpir  mi  riraembra) 
A  lei  di  fare  al  bel  fiance  colonna ; 
Erba,  e  fior,  che  la  gonna 
Leggiadra  ricoverfe 

Con  I'angelico  feno ; 

Aer  facro  fereno, 
Ov*  amor  co'begli  occhi  il  cor  m'uperic ; 

Date  udienza  infieme 

Alle  dolenti  mie  parole  eftreme. 

S'egli  e  pur  mio  deftino, 
£'1  ci^lo  in  cio  s'adopra 
Ch  'amor  qvieft  'occhi  lagrimando  chiuda  j 
Qual  che  grazia  il  mefchino 
Corpo  fra  voi  ricopra; 
E  torni  I'alma  al  proprio  albergo  ignuda  j 
La  morte  fia  men  cruda, 
Se  qiiefta  fpeme  porto 
A  quel  dubbiofo  paflb  ; 
Che  lo  fpirito  laflb 
N  on  poria  mai*n  piu  ripofato  porto, 

Ne*ii 
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Ne'n  piu  tranquilla  fofla 

Fuggir  la  came  travagliata  e  Tofla. 

Tempo  verra  ancor  forfe 

Ch'all'ufato  foggiorno 
Torni  la  fera  bella  e  manfucta  5      . 
E  la  'vella  mi  fcorfe 

Nel  benedetto  giorno, 
Volga  la  vifta  defiofa  e  lieta, 
Cercandomi :  ed,  O  pieta ! 
Gia  terra  infra  le  pietre 

Vedendo,  amor  I'infpira 

In  guifa,  che  fofpiri 
S&  dolcemente,  che  nierc^  m*impetre) 

E  faccia  forza  al  cielo, 

Afciugandofi  gli  occhi  col  bel  velo. 

IMITATED    BY  W.  J.  BAKER. 

Ye  limpid  waters,  happy  ftream. 

Where  oft  with  chafte  alarms. 
Fair  Laura  from  the  noontide  beam 
Refreih'd  her  matchlefs  charms. 

Ye  branches,  by  whofe  leaves  carefs'd 
Her  beauties  ftielter'd  lay, 

The  flow'rs  flie  to  her  bofom  prefs'd 
More  envied  Hill  than  they. 


C  4  Ajii 
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And  thou,  fweet  air,  with  am'hqus  breeze. 

That  o'er  my  fenfes  dole, 
And,  fcarcely  felt  by  afpen  trees, 

In  tranfport  wrapt  my  foul. 

Witnefs,  ye  gentle  tokens  all, 

That  oft  recal  my  fighs. 
Let  not  my  plaint  unheeded  fall, 

Nor  my  laft  pray'r  defpife. 

If  thefe  fad  eyes  high  heav'n  ordains 

In  bitter  tears  to  clofe, 
'Mongft  you  then  let  my  poor  remains 

la  hoping  peace  repofe. 

Yv'  hat  though  my  fpirlt  then  fet  free 

Shall  to  its  home  return, 
That  favour'd  fpot  'twill  j  oy  to  fee, 
'    Receives  my  fun'ral  urn. 

Haply  at  length  the  flighting  fair, 

Nor  diftant  be  tliat  hour, 
May  to  the  once-lov  'd  haunt  repair. 

And  leek  th'accuitom'd  bow'r. 

Round  her  inquiring  eyes  flie'U  caft, 

To  learn  if  I  be  near, 
She  may  perhaps  delirc  at  laft 

For  once  to  tind  me  there. 
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Then  as  my  tomb  arrefts  her  view, 

Relenting  tears  will  ileal 
Adown  that  cheek  of  rofeate  hue, 

And  reach  her  modeft  veil, 

Ih^  jjeart  (hall  feel  its  rigoxirs  end, 

Touch'd  with  my  haplefs  love, 
A  pity'ng  figh  to  heav'n  fhe'U  fend. 

And  make  my  peace  above. 

VERS    SUR   UNE    ROSE, 

PAR    MONSIEUR   BERNARD.* 

J  ENDRE  fruit  des  plexirs  de  I'Aurore, 

Objet  des  baifers  du  Zcphir, 
Reine  de  I'empire  de  Flore, 
Hate  toi  de  I'cpanouir. 

Qiie  dis-je,  helas !  differe  encore, 

Diffcre  un  momenta  t'ouvrir, 
L'inftant  qui  doit  te  faire  eclore 

Eft  cclui  qui  doit  te  fletrir. 

*  N.  B.  The  copy  of  this  celebrated  fonnet,  which  is  here  followed, 
is  in  feme  parts -difFerent  from,  and  it  may  be  fafely  faid,  more  fpirited, 
than  that  which  is  found  in  fome  editions  of  the  work  of  Bernard  ;  tht 
two  firrt  lines  of  the  flxth  and  the  whole  fevcnth  Aanza,  will  juftjfy 
this  obfervaiiun. 

C  5  Th^mifc 
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Themife  eft  unc  fleur  nouvelle, 

Qui  fubira  la  meme  loi, 
Rofe,  tu  dois  brillcr  comme  elle^ 

Elle  doit  pafler  comme  toi. 

Defcends  dc  ta  tige  epineufe, 
Viens  la  parer  de  tes  couleurs, 

Tu  dois  etre  la  plus  heureufe, 
Comme  la  plus  belle  des  fleurs. 

Va,  meurs  fur  le  fcin  de  Themife, 
Qu'il  Ibit  ton  trone  et  ton  tombeau,. 

Jaloux  de  ton  fort  je  n'afpire 

Qu'aii  bonheur  d'un  trepas  fi  beau» 

Tu  vivras  plus  d'un  jour  peutetrc 
Sur  I'autel  que  tu  dois  parer, 

Un  foupir  t'y  fera  renaitre. 
Si  Themife  pent  foupirer. 

Fais  lui  fentir  par  ifies  alarmes 
Le  prix  du  plus  grand'  de  fes  biens, 

En  voyant  expirer  tes  charmes, 
Qu'elle  apprenne  a  joxiir  des  fiens. 

Si  quelque  main  a  I'imprudence 

D'y  venir  troubler  mon  repos, 
Emporte  avec  toi  ma  vengeance, 
Garde  une  epine  a  raes  rivaux. 


THAN8- 
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TRANSLATED   BY  W.  J.  BAKEftt 

Offspring  of  the  tears  of  mom, 
Round  whom  am'rous  Zephyrs  play» 

Hafte,  the  gay  parterre  adorn, 
Spread  thy  treafures  to  the  day. 

Yet,  ah !  flop  thy  op'ning  bloom. 
Charm  not  yet  our  longing  eyes. 

For,  alas !  why  urge  thy  doom, 
Since  thy  life  fo  quickly  flies. 

Laura  is  a  tender  flow'r. 

Fated  to  the  fame  decree, 
Rofe,  perhaps  thou'lt  fliine  like  her. 

She  muft  pafs  away  like  thee. 

Come,  renounce  thy  thorny  feat 
For  a  place  in  Laura's  breaft. 

More  than  other  blolToms  fweet. 
So  thylotfliould  be  more  blell. 

There  thy  laft  and  proudeilday 
Shews  at  once  thy  tomb  and  throne, 

Not  awifh  were  left  I'd  fay. 
Could  I  call  thy  fate  my  own. 
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Not  fo  foon  perhaps  thou'it  die. 

As  xmwillin'yly  I've  faid, 
If  file  yet  has  learn'd  to  figh. 

Sighs  may  raife  thy  drooping  head. 

When  the  lovely  nymph  regrets 

That  thy  prime  fo  foon  is  flown, 
Warn  her  heart  that  it  fprgets 

How  flie  fliould  employ  her  own. 

If  a  rival's  hand  fhoiild  dare 

To  encroach  where  thou  art  worn, 
Be  my  vengeance  all  thy  care. 

Let  him  feel  thy  fliarpeft  thorn. 

THE    LAST    SPEECH    AND    DYING    DECLARATION     OF 

SKIP    THE    MAGPIE, 

CONDEMNED   TO  BE   HANGED  AND  GlEBETTED    IN  THE 

BARLEY    FIELD    AT    H N,     AND     NOW    LYING 

UNDER   SENTENCE   IN   HIS  CELL    AT  SAID    PLACE. 

BY  W.  J.    BAKER. 

A  S  I  iinderftand  that  judgement  has  been  pafled  upon 
mc,  and  that  I  now  remain  for  execution,  I  think  it  -ne- 
cefTary  to  fay  a  few  words  before  the  fatal  hour  comes, 
when  I  am  to  launch  into  eternity  ;  and  on  this  occafion 
I  fliall  take  the  liberty  of  departing  from  the  form  in 
which  this  kind  of  addrefs  to  the  public  is  ufually  drawn 

up; 
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up  ;  as  T  am  compelled  by  a  hard  neceffity,  and  which 
ftiould  move  the  pity  of  my  judges,  to  enter  upon  iny 
juftification  after  fentence  has  been  pafled  upon  me,  and 
to  endeavour  to  clear  my  character,  when  I  have  no  lon- 
ger any  hopes  of  faving  my  life.  Before  I  proceed  to 
my  exculpation,  it  would  be  proper  to  remark  upon  the 
extraordinary  manner  in  which  my  trial,  if  I  can  call  it 
fo,  has  been  con3u£ted  ;  it  cannot  be  denied  that  I  have 
been  condemned  unheard,  in  my  abfence,  without  ha- 
ving been  furniflied  with  a  copy  of  my  indiftment,  with- 
out having  been  confronted  with  my  accufers,  without 
having  been  indulged  with  counfcl  to  plead  for  me,  in 
fhort,  in  violation  of  every  form  ufual  in  criminal  cafes, 
and  in  conformity  to  no  one  known  procefs  of  jurifdiftion, 
unlefs  martial  law  can  be  fo  called.  The  fuggeftions  and 
pretexts  upon  which  thefe  unprecedented  fteps  have  been 
taken  to  bring  me  to  an  ignominious  death,  are  fuch  as 
in  juftice  to  myfelf  I  do  not  think  I  ought  to  carry  to  the 
grave  with  me.  And  "here  I  befeech  the  public  to  be  at- 
tentive in  diftinguifliing  guilt  from  accufation,  and  fub- 
ftantial  juftice  from  perfecution.  A  vague  and  general 
charge  has  been  made  againft  me  and  all  my  race,  that 
we  are  chattering^  pert,  intruding  birds,  that  meddle 
continually  with  other  people's  concerns,  without  ever 
giving  them  any  affiftance. 

Now,  if  talking  too  much  be  a  capital  crime,  I  fliould 
be  glad  to  know  what  defence  can  be  fet  up  for  a  large 

defcrip- 
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defcription  of  ladies  who  are  notorloufly  guilty  of  this 
praftice,  many  of  them  from  their  cradle  up ;  in  what 
manner  is  it  propofed  to  bring  to  reafon  feveral  private 
focieties,  where  the  clack  is  inceflant,  and  frequently  not 
more  entertaining  than  our's  j  who  will  devife  fuch  a 
code  as  will  reach  offences  of  this  nature  in  the  fenate 
and  at  the  bar  ?  what  methods  will  be  effeftual  in  order 
to  do  jujlice  upon  the  waiting  maids  in  this  very  houfe, 
as  well  as  in  eveiy  other  of  the  fame  clafs  ?  they  whofe 
whole  fifterhood  is  reprefented  in  the  beft  comedies  of 
this  and  the  French  nation,  which  are  certainly  the  trueft 
mirrors  of  real  life,  is,  I  fay,  reprefented  as  prattling 
by  profeffion,  whofe  whole  ^alent  is  in  their  tongue,  and 
to  whom  therefore  the  charge  of  chattering^  fert^  intru- 
ding^ meddling  birds,  is  full  as  applicable,  if  not  more 
fo,  as  to  me  and  thofe  of  my  fpecies. 

Not  to  go  farther  than  the  parlour,  I  fliould  wifh  to 
hear  what  excufe  Mr.  B— r  and  little  John,  thofe  eternal 
talkers,  and  who  dafli  at  every  thing,  can  offer  in  their 
favour;  one  would  naturally  have  thought  that  thefe 
chatterers  fliould  have  felt  fome  fympathy  for  my  un- 
happy fituation,  and  pleaded  the  caufe  of  an  oppreffed 
brother ;  but  I  have  found  by  fad  experience,  that  they 
do  not  like  any  talkers  but  themfelves,  and  that  the  vul- 
gar proverb  is  here  verified,  that  two  of  a  trade  can  ne- 
ver agree ;  fo  that  any  thing  they  have  faid,  inftead  of 
being  favourable  to  my  caufe,  has  ODthc  contrary  tended 

t« 
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to  throw  a  ridicule  over  my  grievances,  and  to  decry  my 
preteiifions  to  mercy. 

The  next  charge  brought  againft  me  is,  that  I  have 
fliewn  a  paffion  for  viewing  my  face  and  perfon  in  a 
looking-glafs,  from  which  it  is  pretended  that  confider- 
able  danger  would  accrue  to  that  brittle  and  coftly  article 
of  furniture.     On  this  charge,  at  leaft,  I  may  hope  for 

the  countenance  and  protection  of  Mifs  M— — and 

Mifs  J ,  who  muft  be  confcious  of  a  like  propenfity 

in  themfelves,  and  who,  I  am  fure,  are  too  gentle  and 
too  juft  to  allow  that  a  poor  Magpie  fhould  be  brought 
to  public  execution  for  a  praftice,  which  they  themfelveS 
indulge  for  fome  hours  in  every  vs'eek,  and  by  the  means 
of  which  their  conquefls  and  triumphs  are  foretold  to 
them,  as  was  done  by  the  oracle  to ,  generals  of  old.— 
Even  Madam  herfelf  is  a  daily  debtor  to  this  true  friend 
for  an  elegant  arrangement,  or  at  leaft  a  corre6tion  of 
her  drefs,  and  perhaps  owes  fome  of  the  graces  of  her 
deportment  to  that  inclination,  which  in  my  cafe  is  urged 
as  a  capital  offence ;  nay,  even  the  gentlemen,  if  they 
were  candid,  would  confefs,  that  {having  is  not  the  only 
ufe  which  they  make  of  a  looking-glafs ;  witnefs  the 
flourifliing  beau  knots  of  their  cravats,  and  other  ftudied 
adjuftments  of  their  drefs,  by  which  they  expert  to  look 
amiable^  and  with  the  help  of  bold  advances  to  carry  the 
ladies  hearts  by  ftorm.  On  this  charge,  therefore,  had  I 
been  beard,  I  might  have  hoped  to  have  doae  away  the 

atro- 
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atrocious  degree  of  guilt  th.it  has  been  imputed  to  me  ; 
at  leaft,  if  every  one  would  have  made  the  cafe  his  own,. 
I  could  not  have  failed  of  fuccefs.  The  next  article  of 
crimination  is,  tliat  our  fraternity  is  given  to  common  thiev 
ingy  and  that  we  have  a  mifchievous  pleafure  in  fecreting 
little  articles  of  value,  and  thereby  occalioning  them  to 
be  loft.  That  low  bred  and  unprincipled  Magpies  may 
have  indulged  a  propenfity  to  ftealing,  and  thereby 
brought  a  general  fufpicion  on  our  fpecies,  is  what  I 
fliall  readily  admit ;  but  I  muft  alledge  on  the  other  hand, 
that  all  fefts  and  communities  have  their  bad  members, 
and  that  any  of  our  flock,  who  have  been  given  to  pil- 
fering, have  probably,  as  being  imitating  animal§,  done 
no  more  than  follow  the  example  of  fome  accomplifhed 
origin:ils  in  this  art.  I  muft  obferve  befide,  that  more 
is  laid  to  our  charge  in  this  way  than  is  really  founded  in 
fart,  nothing  is  moreeafy  or  handy  for  the  fervants,  when 
a  tea  fpoon,  a  fait  fpoon,  the  lid  of  a  pepper  box,  muftard 
pot,  Sec.  is  loft  or  miflaid  by  their  own  carelelTnefs,  or 
ftolen  by  interlopers  whom  they  admit  improperly  about 
the  houfe  ;  nothing,  I  fay,  is  more  ready  than  to  lay  the 
blame  on  the  poor  Magpie,  Thus  it  is  that  Button,  the 
lap-dog,  is  faid  to  bear  the  blame  of  certain  embarraffing 
little  accidents  that  fometimes  happen  in  company.  If 
thofe  perfons  who  arc  high  in  power  would  condefcend 
to  confider  what  I  have  faid  in  my  juftification,  I  might 
Hill  hope  that  mercy  might  be  extended  to  me,  and  that 
my  hard  fentence  might  be  changed  into  imprifonment 

or 
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or  tranfportation  ;  but  if  that  cannot  be,  I  have  only  to 
add  the  words  of  coiirfe  which  are  commonly  made  ufe 
of  in  fuch  unhappy  circumftances  as  thofe  I  ftand  in.— 
I  was  born  of  very  dijhoneft  parents  in  the  garden  hedge 
of  H— — — n,  though  not  meritin  g  death  for  ■  what  is 
laid  to  my  charge,  yet,  as  I  have  committed  many  other 
offences,  I  acknowledge  that  my  fcntence  is  no  more 
than  I  deferve. 

I  now  caution  all  my  brethren  againfl  that  which  firft 
led  me  into  wickeduefs,  the  bad  example  of  ray  parents. 
Since  I  can  remember  them,  their  conllant  employment 
was  the  robbing  of  gardens,  a  practice  which  has  led 
many  to  the  gallows.  '  In  this  way  they  fupported  them- 
felves  and  their  family,  and  if  I  by  reafon  of  my  youth 
was  not  an  accomplice  in  their  thefts,  yet  I  was  always  a 
moll  willing  receiver  of  the  ftolen  goods ;  fo  that  I  can- 
not now  complain  that  I  am  doomed  to  end  my  life  as  I 
began  it,  on  a  tree.  I  die  an  unworthy  member  of  the 
rookery  of  Kenny  Court,  in  the  fourth  month  of  my 
age. 


THE 
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THE      CONTRAST* 

BY    W.  J.    BAKER. 

i5  Y  fimile,  it  has  been  iltown,* 
Between  a  woman  and  the  moon, 
What  devious  courfes  flic  purfues, 
The  parallel  in  all  points  true  is. 
Another  bard  not  fo  afpiring,  f 
The  fex  perhaps  not  much  admiring, 
Has  found  their  likenefs  in  a  cloud, 
And  of  his  fimile  feems  proud  ; 
But  why  may  we  not  underftand 
By  contraft  how  thefe  matters  ftand  ; 
A  'ivatch  of  all  the  things  I  know. 
Does  beft  a  woman's  failings  fliew. 
And  plainly  carries  on  the  face  o*nt 
Thofe  qualities  the  ladies  want. 
From  this  at  once  it  may  be  feen. 
If  all  things  go  on  right  within, 
The  inward  workings  are  betray*d. 
And  open  to  the  view  are  laid. 
But  can  we  in  their  vifage  find 
An  index  pointing  to  their  mind, 

*  Vide  Afylum,  vol.  ii.  page  80. 
f  Sv(-ift. 
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Or  will  their  pradis'd  looks  difcover 
The  wiles  that  round  their  fancy  hover  ? 
A  watch,  they  fay,  fliould  be  let  go. 
And  run  down  once  a  month  or  fo  ; 
But  (he  that  once  has  had  her  fling, 
To  reafon  who  can  ever  bring  ? 
Or  who  is  he  will  regulate  her, 
Or  keep  in  order  this  repeater  ? 
For  thenceforth  one  may  try  in  vain 
To  make  her  keep  good  hours  again. 
Her  tongue's  perpetu'l  motion  (hews, 
A  problem  Mudge  or  Arnold  knows, 
And  take  her  to  what  clime  you  Will, 
Yow'il  find  the  movement  equal  fkill. 
My  motions  by  my  watch  I  guide. 
By  it*  direftions  I  abide, 
A  faithful  monitor  I  find  it. 
And  always  Ihall  confult  and  mind  it ; 
But  he  that  regulates  his  motions 
By  deareft  life's  capricious  notions, 
At  beft's  too  early  or  too  late, 
Or  meets  perhaps  with  Jaffier's  fate. 
In  one  fole  point  the  two  agree, 
Wheels  within  wheels  in  both  we  fee. 


VERSEt 
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VERSES    WRITTEN    IN    THE 

ROOT -HOUSE    AT     T  A  P  L  OW, 

THE    SEAT    OF    THE    EARL    OF    INCHloyiN. 
BY    W.  J.    BAKER. 

1  O  the  genius  of  this  cell 

Tunes  the  Mufe  her  ruftic  fliell. 
Here  the  Mules  beft  are  woo'd, 
Here  no  Vorldly  cares  intrude, 
"What  fo  cheerful  room  to  dine  in  ? 
Or  fo  cool  to  drink  our  wine  in  > 
Here  the  grap;  has  double  zeir. 
Doubly  relifh'd  is  the  jeft, 
Form  and  ftate  are  here  abhorr'd, 
Here  my  Lord's  no  more  a  Lord, 
Or  alike  we  all  are  Peers, 
When  the  fragrant  Bordeaux  cheers. 
Down  from  off  this  airy  cliff  * 
Oft  iare  feen  in  painted  ikiff, 
Nymphs  and  fwains  to  Ikim  along, 
Wrapt  in  mirth  and  artlefs  fong. 
Love  they  talk  of,  and  what  not, 
See  they  praife  this  envy'd  fpot. 
As  the  fliades  of  night  draw  near. 
Ladies  and  the  tea  appear, 

*  It  overhangt  the  Thame*. 
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Then  our  mirth  is  more  refin'd, 
Suiting  more  their  gentle  iiund, 
All  contending  for  their  fmile, 
Thus  another  hour  beguile. 
Ever  be  fuch  plcafures  new, 
Joys  lefs  limple  are  kfs  true. 

VILLA    NELLE 

DE    l'aBEe'    DESPORTES.        ' 
I. 

iv  O  S  E  T  T  E,  pour  un  pcu  d'abfence 

Votre  coeur  vous  avcz  change  j 
Et  moi  fachant  cette  inconftance, 

Le  mien  autre  part  j'ai  range ; 
Jamais  plus  beaute  li  legere 

Sur  moi  tant  de  pouvoir  n'aura, 
Nous  verrons,  volage  bergere, 

Qui  premier  s'en  repentira. 

IL 
Tandis  qu^en  pleurs  je  me  confume, 

Maudiffant  cet  eloignement, 
Vous,  qui  n'aimez  que  par  coutume, 

Carefler  un  nouvel  amant  j 


Jamais 
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Jamais  legere  girouette 

Au  vent  fi  tot  ne  fe  vira  ; 
Nous  verrons,  bergere  Rofette, 

Qui  premier  s'en  repentira. 

m. 

Ou  font  tant  de  promefles  fainte*, 

Tant  de  pleurs  verses  en  partant  ? 
Eft-il  vrai  que  ces  trifles  plaintes 

Sortiflent  d'un  cceur  inconftant  ? 
Dieux !  que  vous  etes  menfongere  ! 

Maudit  foit  qui  plus  vous  croira, 
Nous  verrons,  volage  bergere. 

Qui  premier  s'en  repentira. 

IV. 

Celui  qui  a  gagne  ma  place 

Ne  vous  peut  aimer  tant  que  moi, 
Et  celle  que  j'aime  vous  pafle 

De  beaute,  d'amour,  et  de  foi. 
Gardez  bien  votre  amitie  neuve, 

La  mienne  plus  ne  variera, 
Et  puis  nous  verrons  a  I'epreuvc, 

Qui  premier  s'en  repentira. 


IMITA. 
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IMITATED    BY    W.  J.    BAKER. 
I. 

i><  A  U  R  A,  you  your  heart  have  chang*d,    ' 

A  little  abfence  was  the  caufe, 
Mine,  upon  this  news  eftrang'd, 

Bends  to  another  beauty's  laws ; 
Fickle  fair  ones  rule  not  me, 

I  Ihall  as  a  plague  prevent  it, 
Faithlefs  nymph,  we  foon  fliall  fee. 

Which  of  us  will  firft  repent  it. 

II. 

Whilft  in  tears  I  wafte  the  hours, 

Grieving  that  we  fhould  ever  part, 
You,  who  own  but  falhion's  pow'rs. 

To  a  new  lover  yield  your  heart  j 
Never  ftreamer  with  the  wind 

Quicker  veer'd,  that  paffing  bent  it. 
Giddy  fair  one  foon,  we'll  find, 

Which  of  us  will  firft  repent  it, 

III. 
Are  your  plighted  vows  forgot. 

And  all  your  tears  at  parting  flied  ? 
Is  it  then  my  haplefs  lot 

By  fallhood  thus  to  be  mifled  ? 

Heav'iu ! 
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Heav'ns!  what  perfidy  you've  fliown, 

For  my  torment  fure  you  meant  it ; 
Nymph,  ere  long  it  will  be  known, 

Which  of  us  will  firft  repent  it. 

IV. 

He  that  now  fills  up  my  place, 
^  '   Ne'er  fure  can  learn  to  love  like  mc, 
She  I  love,  in  ev'ry  grace 

Of  mind  and  form  furpafles  thee.  >, 

Manage  well  your  prefent  flame, 

Let  your  favour'd  youth  refent  it, 
JMine  henceforth  remains  the  fame, 

We  fliall  fee  who'll  firft  repent  it. 

SONG. 

Tunc,  "  The  Ficar  and  Mofeu** 

Mr.  Pitt,  Mr.  Pitt, 

Pray  why  don't  you  quit, 
And  give  up  your  troublefome  ftation  ? 

Or  muft  we  be  told. 

That  if  longer  you  hold, 
'Tis  all  for  the  good  of  the  nation  ? 

Tol  de  rol,  Sec. 

Scotch  Harry,  Scotch  Harry, 
How  long  will  you  tarry  ?- 

Frav 
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Pray  take  the  old  Weefel's  advice;* 
Get  as  poor  and  as  thin 
As  when  firft  you  crept  in, 

And  then  you'll  flip  out  in  a  trice. 

Lord  T- ,  Lord  T , 


You  may  foon  take  a  furlough, 
And  be  not  in  hafte  to  come  back  ; 

For  much  as  your  lovM, 

Yet  'tis  fit  you  were  fliov'd 
From  the  Chancery  and  the  Woolfack. 

Lord  Graham,  Lord  Graham, 

And  you,  my  Lord  Bayhain, 
And  your  brothers,  at  each  of  the  boards ; 

Your  departure  is  nigh, 

So  I  wifli  you  God  be  wi'ye, 
On  your  merits  I'll  wafte  no  more  words. 

Lord  Feddy,  Lord  Fcddy, 

Whofliow'dyourfelf  ready 
To  fupport  John-a-Nokes  when  he's  in, 

I  hope  you'll  not  find. 

That  the  Whigs  are  fo  kind 
To  reward  fuch  political  fin.  -        ■ 

*  "  Forte  per  angiiftam  tennis  nitcdula  rimam, 
"  Repferat  in  cumeram  pumenti ;   &c. 
"  Cui  muftclla  procul,  &c.   &c. 
"  Macra  cavum  repetes  aretum  qucm  macra  fubifti,"— Hon. 

Vol..  ni.  D  mil 
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'WtUP4fyy,  milEogyy 

You've  damn'd  hick,  you  rogue  you, 
So  flily  to  grope  to  the  chair ; 

But  you  muft  not  pretend, 

'Tis  th'  advice  of  a  friend, 
;In  the  new  Parliament  to  fit  there. 

Lord  Lnnguijh^  Lord  LMnguiJk, 

1  feel  for  your  Anguijh^ 
.  And  fliould  alk  you  a  quellion  or  two  ; 

Butl've  found  out  of  lat€, 

That  for  re^fons  of  ftate, 
No  queftions  are  anfwered  by  you. 

yoe  Manuiey^  Joe  Mavjhcy, 

Let  your  hogs  be  your  hobby. 
But  try  not  another  eleftion ; 

It  would  he  a  fad  hoar., 

And  why  need  I  fay  more, 
To  meet  with  a  Ihameful  rejeftion. 

Lord  Mulgranje,  Lord  Mulgrave.^ 

You  look  as  a  bull  grave, 
nris  in  vain  to  be  fo  much  caft  down. 

When  you've  got  in  a  hole, 

Take  a  trip  to  the  Pole, 
And  forget  all  the  plagues  of  the  town* 


Charlti 
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Charles  BrandUng^  Charles  BranMln^^ 

O  what  a  rough  handling 
The  poor  abfent  Sheriff  has  got ; 

But  your  honor's  difgrace . 

Was  flung  full  in  your  face. 
So  you  had  rather  more  than  you  brought, 

Mr.  RoUc^  Mr.  Rolky 

'Tis  a  fliame  'pon  my  foul, 
for  Devon  to  chxife  fuch  a  Knight ; 

Since  the  days  of  RoUo., 

Th'  eleftors,  that's  hollow. 
Ne'er  fent  up  fo  brainlefs  a  wight. 

1-.0T^  Sydney.,  Lord  Sydney y 

No  man  of  your  kidney 
Muft  hope  to  continue  in  place  ; 

And  fure  ne'er  Sec.  of  State, 

Had  fo  wig-block  a  pate, 
And  eke  fuch  an  unblufliing  face. 

Slyy^«^^,  ^y  Jenky, 

Of  matters  what  think  you  ? 
Say  whofey>;V«</you  are  now  if  you  durft ! 

But  a  word  in  your  ear, 

I've  been  told,  do  you  hear, 
Number  one  was  at  ail  times  the  firiF. 

D  z  SONG. 
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SONG. 

:5y    DR*  GLYNN,    M.  D.    FELLOW   OF   KIN'g's  COLLEGE, 
CAMBRIDGE.     . 

J.  E  A  Z  E  me  no  more,  nor  think  I  care, 
Tho'  monarchs  bow  at  Kitty's  flirine, 
Orpowder'd  coxcombs  woo  the  fair. 
Since  Kitty  is  no  longer  mine. 

IndifF'rent  'tis  alike  to  me. 

If  my  favourite  dove  be  ftole, 
"Whether  its  dainty  feathers  be 

Pluck'd  by  the  eagle  or  the  owl. 

If  not  for  me  its  blufhing  lips 

The  rofe-bud  opens,  what  care  I 
"Who  the  od'rous  liquid  fips, 

"The  king  of  bees  or  butterfly  ? 

X.ike  me,  the  Indian  of  Peru, 

Rich  in  mines  of  golden  ore, 
Dejefted  fee  the  merchant's  crew 

Tranfport  it  to  a  foreign  fliore. 

Seeks  the  flave  defpoil'd  to  know, 

Whether  his  gold,  in  fliape  of  lace. 
Shine  on  the  coat  of  birth-day  beau, 

Or  wear  the  ftamp  of  George's  face, 

COT- 
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C    O    T    E    C    L    E,* 

A  POEM  INSCRIBED   TO   LORD   VISCOUNT  MOUNT 
EDGCOMBE. 

TantHm  avl  lon^inqua  vakt  mutare  vetujlas*       VlRG* 

BY     H.    N.    W. 

W  HERE  Tamar's  limpid  ftream  delights  the  eye, 
And  gently  winding  lingers  thro'  the  vale, 

Like  feme  coy  damfel  that  affedts  to  fly, 
Yet  loiters  ftill  to  hear  her  lover's  tale, 

Begirt  with  venerable  woods,  vvhofe  fhade 
Coeval  with  the  walls  it  fhelter'd  grew, 

Lii'cirjj  i;s  head  ni-^jcCI:  e'er  tie  g'r/.'c,.    ■ 
A  itacely  caftle  Ilruck  the  travdier's  view. 

No  guilty  Nabob's  palace  here  appear 'd, 
Rais'd  on  the  ruins  of  the  plunder'd  Eaft, 

Here  no  vain  Cit  fantaftic  whims  had  rear'd,  . 
And  glofs'd  his  follies  with  the  name  of  Tafte  : 

But  battlements  and  tow'rs  with  ivy  crown'd, 
Which  war's  and  time's  allaults  had  long  defy'd, 

And  many  an  age  o'er  Tamar's  ftream  had  frown'd, 
In  all  the  dignity  of  Gothic  pride. 

t^  An  old  caflle,  anciently  the  rcfidence  of  the  Edgcombe" family. 

D  3  He 


[     54    ] 

He  thought  the  opening  portal  feem'd  to  fay, 
Stranger  approach — nor  pafs  incurious  by, 

No  pamper'd  lacquey  here  (hall  ftop  thy  way, 
Nor  check  thy  queftions  with  a  rude  reply. 

An  ancient  ferving-man,  whofe tottering  frame 
Befpoke  life's  winter,  greets  him  at  the  door, 

A  grey-hair'd  chronicle  that  well  became 

A  fcene,  where  all  around  Time's  livery  wore. 

Whate'erthe  manfion's  former  I^rds  befell 
Full  well  he  knew,  and  all  he  knew  he  told ; 

On  other  times  his  tongue  would  fondly  dwell. 
And  gallant  feats  perform'd  by  knights  of  old. 

He  leads  the  ftrangerto  the  Gothic  hall, 

With  high-arch'd  roof  and  fretted  fculpture  crown'd, 
Where  fcatter'd  gleams  thro'  painted  windows  fall 

On  walls  with  arms  and  banners  deck'd  around : 

Dimly  difplaying  to  the  curious  eye 

(Allies  in  many  a  well-difputed  tield) 
The  fpear,  the  mace,  the  cuirafs,  Imng  on  high, 

The  vizard  helmet  and  the  blazon'd  fliield. 

Bows  too  with  arrows  rang'd,  whofe  founding  flight 
(Galling  the  diftant  foes  embattled  force) 

Provok'd  from  far  and  uflier'd  in  the  fight, 

*<  ii'er  lance  yet  clafli'd  with  lance,  or  horfe  with  horfe.'* 

HaU 
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Hail,  venerable  weapons !  by  whofe  aid 

Your  generous  lords  defy'd  the  tyrant's  frown. 

Or  mad  rebellion's  courfe  as  nobly  ftay'd. 
When  reftlefs  faftion  fhook  the  regal  throne. 

As  when  the  Monk  at  fight  of  reliques  fir'd 

Recalls  the  glories  of  his  patron  faint. 
Recounts  his  miracles  and  glows  infpir'd. 

By  fcenes  which  wild  enthufiafts  fondly  paint; 

So  fhall  this  view  the  toil-worn  foldier  cheer. 

And  many  a  gallant  deed  of  yo\ith  recall  ; 
The  drum  (hall  feem  again  to  greet  his  ear, 
Andfwords  and  fpears  to  clatter  round  the  hall. 

Or  perhaps,  as  now  neglet^ed  and  forgot. 

Like  friends  we  want  no  more,  they  flighted  lie, 

The  fad  reflection  at  his  kindred  lot 

Shall  force  the  tear  indignant  from  his  eye. 

He  too  who  loves  the  retrofpeftive  view. 

And  up  the  ftream  of  Time  direds  his  glance, 

Shall  here  by  Fancy's  potent  aid  renew 
The  tales  of  chivalrj'  and  old  romance  : 

Shall  think  he  hears  again  the  minftrel's  fong 

Of  dames  whofe  charms  did  courteous  knights  enthral ; 

While  air-drawn  forms  before  his  eye  fliall  throng. 
And  ftalk  in  glitteiing  armour  round  the  hall. 

D  4  Some 
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Some  draw  the  threatening  falchion  from  the  fide. 
Or  ftemly  frowning  grafp  the  quivering  fpear ; 

While  others  fad  and  penfive  feem  to  glide, 
And  then  defponding  figh  and  difappear. 

Such  are  at  Fancy*s  call,  the  vifions  bright. 
Which  rife  and  fport  within  her  genial  ray, 

In  rainbow  tints  they  flit  before  the  fight. 
Like  atoms  floating  in  the  beam  of  day. 

And  as  to  that  the  twinkling  atoms  owe 
The  tranfient  luftre  of  their  vivid  hue, 

So  Fancy's  fcenes  with  warmer  colours  glovT 
Than  Truth  oi'fober  Nature  ever  drew. 

Bleft  dreams,  adieu ! — The  traveller  cries,  and  turns 
Amid  the  chapel's  folemn  gloom  to  tread, 

A:v  1  ben;',  v/i-.h  huly  rcvercnc:  o'er  t.v:  u;  ri,   . 
Which  hold  tlasi  allies  of  the  niiglity  dc^'L 

Vv'itheyes  and  hands  uprais'd  there  fide  by  fide 
The  pious  founders  of  the  manfion  lie, 

Of  ladies  fair  and  courteous  knights  the  pride, 
The  chafle  Dame  Alice  and  the  brave  Sir  Guy. 

Around  their  tomb  a  numerous  offspring  bends, 

Fervent  in  pious  harmony  to  fliare, 
The  pureft  incenfe  which  to  Heaven  afcends, 

The  unpolluted  ilrain  of  infant  prayer. 


Peace, 
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Peace,  gentle  pair !  and  may  no  impious  feet 

With  fteps  unblefs'd  profane  this  hallow'd  gloom. 

But  here  for  ages  may  your  children  meet 
To  light  the  torch  of  virtue  at  your  tomb. 

Long  may  your  honour'd  life's  unfuUied  fpace   ' 
To  lifping  infants  tongues  a  theme  fupply, 

While  in  their  looks  their  mothers  fondly  trace 
The  chafte  Dame  Alice  and  the  brave  Sir  Guy. 

'Tis  then  alone  when  lifts  of  fires  renown'd 
In  fouls  congenial  wake  a  kindred  flame, 

That  pedigree's  no  more  an  empty  found, 
And  heraldiy  no  longer  but  a  name. 


INSCRIPTION  FOR  A  SEAT  AT  CASTLETON, 

DEDICATED   EY   LADY  L C — Y    TO  MRS.  SIDDONS. 

EY    THE    HON.    G- N R. 

J.  O  thee,  O  SUJons !  in  this  calm  retreat, 
Approving  judgement  dedicates  the  feat  : 
Pledge  of  efteem,  which  from  her  friendfhip  flows, 
Whofe  bofom  with  no  mimic  pathos  gloivs. 
Not  to  thy  genius  or  thy  fame  confin'd, 
Her  admiration  more  applauds  thy  mind, 
Where  fweet  fimplicity  allures  the  heart, 
Beyond  the  mighty  magic  of  thy  art ; 

D  5  Beyond 
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Beyond  the  melting  mufic  of  thy  tongue  ; 

Beyond  the  graces  which  around  thee  throng  j 

Beyond  thy  countenance  infpir'd  to  fliew, 

Each  fad  viciffitude  of  tragic  woe  ; 

That  from  th'  obdurate  breall  a  figh  can  fteal, 

Or  languid  luxury  compel  to  feel ! 

Beyond  thy  cheek,  whofe  glowing  tints  inflame, 

"When  warm'd  by  love  and  when  fufFus'd  by  fliame ; 

Or  lip,  where  cold  contempt  half-fmiling  lies  ;' 

Or  anger's  lightning  flafliing  from  thofe  eyes, 

Whofe  brows,  when  agonizing  griefs  opprefs, 

Bend  to  the  eloquence  of  deep  dillrefs  ; 

Or  frantic-fhriek,  which  rends  th'  aftoni{h'd  ear, 

Chilling  the  foul  with  fympathetic  fear  ; 

For  ftrong  exprelTion's  ev'ry  power  divine, 

And  all  its  vaft  varieties  are  thine  '. 

Delufive  thee  !  long  e'er  life's  drama's  done. 

Envy  may  blaft  the  palm  which  genius  won  } 

A  nobler  wreath  thy  focial  worth  will  prove  ; 

Maternal  fondnefs  twin'd  with  wedded  love. 

Shall  add  unfading  honours  to  a  name, 

Whofe  private  virtues  gild  its  public  fame. 


To 
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^  TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  DAVID  HOME,  ESQ,- 

BY    THE    SAME. 

W  HILS  T  genius  proftitutes  her  fires, 

And  meanly  flatters  living  pride  ; 
Departed  worth  my  mufe  infpires, 

Be  Home  my  theme  and  truth  my  guide  ! 
Let  mourn{\il  mem'ry  weeping  paint, 

A  heart  with  every  virtue  fraught ; 
That  e'er  was  pradtis'd  by  the  faint, 

lliat  e'er  the  fage's  precept  taught !  ■ 
If  fliiv 'ring  poverty  implor'd, 

Or  fulTring  merit  claim'd  relief; 
His  hand  fupply'd  the  famifli'd  board, 

His  voice  alTuag'd  the  poignant  grief ! 
When  fad  misfortune  figh'd  her  tale, 

His  lenient  aid  was  ever  nigh; 
And  if  beyond  that  aid  to  heal. 

The  humid  forrow  dimm'd  his  eye. 
Mild  and  forgiviag  tohis  foes,   , 

When  humble  penitence  apply'd  ;   . 
His  firm  indignant  fpirit  rofe, 

If  urg'd  by  infolence  or  pride. 
Threat'ned  with  fortune's  adverfe  frown, 

Dauntlefs  he  brav'd  th'impending  blow ; 
And  dill  fuperior  to  his  own, 

Referv'd  his  tears. for  other's  woe! 

D  6  Q£ 
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Of  no  religious  fe£t  the  flave. 

Extended  mercy  warm'd  his  mind ; 
And  truth  infciibes  upon  his  grave. 

Here  lies  the  friend  of  all  Mankind!. 

INSCRIPTION   FOR   A   SEAT   AT   CASTLETON, 
-DEDICATED    TO    DOCTOR    BLAIR. 
BY    THE    SAME. 

±  ROFANE  impiety  from  hence  retreat. 
Religious  gratitude  infcribes  this  feat ; 
Sacred  to  virtue  and  illuftrious  Blair^ 
Whofe  words  afliiafive  deprecate  defpair. 
When  rude  adveriity  affails  the  mind  ; 
Teaching  to  praife  bur  God  and  be  refign'd  i 
Or  harder  ftill,  if  favouring  fortune  fmiles, 
They  fliield  our  hearts  from  her  delufive  wile^— 
His  calm  rebuke  can  hoary  vice  reclaim, 
Diffolving  harden'd  fin  to  weeping  fliame  j 
And  his  each  argument  that  may  confole, 
Or  footh  with  hope  the  penitential  foul. 
Impreffive  reafoning  whofe  powers  combine, 
Claffic  philofophy  with  truths  divine  ; 
Perfuafive  eloquence  which  gently  draws. 
From  fceptic  brealls  a  tribute  of  appkufe— 
His  mild  morality  fair  mercy  fliews, 
Anxious  to  mitigate  the  finner's  woes :, 

Nor 
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Nor  dares  he  unrelenting  vengeance  deal ; 

Nor  rend  the  wounds  benevolence  wou'd  heal ; 

Nor  wield  with  wrath  th'ALMicHTY's  chaft'ning  rod^ 

Nor  as  a  jealous  tyrant  paint  his  God  [ 

Fearing  no  blame,  foliciting  no  praife. 

To  Heaven  and  truth  he  confecrates  his  days 

A    PRAYER    TO     SENSIBILITY. 

ON    READING    MRS.    GREVILLe's    PRAYER.    FO]^ 

INDIFFERENCE. 

BY    THE    SAME. 

1  O  thee  my  oraifons  afcend. 

Sweet  Senjibility  ! 
Still  at  thy  altar  I  will  bend, 

With  fympathetic  eye. 

Ne'er  let  me  tread  the  frozen  path 

Of  cold  Indiiference  : 
But  melt  with  thy  ambrofial  breath 

To  feeling's  keeneft  fenfe. 

i^'or  other's  dangers  teach  my  heart, 

To  know  a  friendly  fear ; 
In  other's  ills  to  take  apart. 

And  give  each  woe  a  tear. 

May 
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May  never  Apatliy's  cold  rules 

'  Mv  active  foul  obey ; 
But  let  me  leave  to  torpid  fools, 
A  god  more  dull  than  they. 

Gently  reclaim  the  mufe  who  late, 

Of  thy  behe{l:s,being  weary, 
Addrefs'd  a  prayer  againft  thy  ftate, 

Xo  Oieron  the  fairy.  . 

How  vain  that  prayer!  What  fpell  can  bind 

The  heart  that's  form'd  by  thee  ? 
Nor  fliall  her  ardent  friendly  mind, 

'Till  death,  indifferent  be. 

Propitious  hear  !  So  may  thy  flirine,  . 

Be  Greville's  confcious  breaft  ; 
So  may  her  lyre  accord  with  mine, 

1l\w\. feeling  makes  us  blefl ! 

TO    A    LADY,   WITH   A    COMPAS?. 

BY    THE    SAME. 

-»•  H  E  needle  quivering  from  its  pole, 

Drawn  by  each  worthlefs  nail. 
Is  a  true  emblem  of  the  foul, 

When  paffion's  powers  prevail : 

PlungM 
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Plung'd  in  attractive  pleafure's  courfc, 

It  fondly  fweeps  along  ; 
But  toiich'd  with  virtue's  magnet  force, 

It  trembles  doing  wrong. 

TO      A      LADY, 

WITH    THE    PRINT    OF    VENUS    ATTIRED    EY    THE 
GRACES. 

BY    THE    SAME. 

1  H  A  T  far  fuperior  is  thy  ftate. 

Even  envy  muft  agree  ; 
On  thee  a  thoufand  Graces  wait, 

On  Venus  only  three. 

ARS    MENTIENDIj 

OR,  THE  ART  OF  LYING. 
JY  LORD  HEMRY  SPENCER,   SON  OF  THE  DUKE  OF 

MARLBOROUGH.   ( From  the  Microcofm. ) 

vV  HEN  fordid  man,  by  juftice  unreftrain'd, 
Rang'd  the  wild  woods,  and  food  by  plunder  gain'd ; 
Yet  unenlighten'd  by  mildreafon's  ray, 
Coarfe  nature  rui'd  with  undifputed  fway. 
But  when  fome  fage's  great  afpiring  mind. 
By  bonds  of  mutual  intereft  link'd  muuikind. 

Then 
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Then  Art  reflrain'd  her  filler's  wide  domain. 
And  claim'd  with  nature,  a  divided  reign  ; 
Yet  ftill  diftruftful  of  her  own  fuccefs, 
She  fought  to  pleafe  by  wearing  nature's  drefs. 

So  that  great  art,  whofe  principles  and  ufc 
Employ  the  pen  of  my  unworthy  mufe, 
Tho'  great  itfelf,  in  thefe  degenerate  days, 
Is  forced  to  fhine  with  adfcititious  rays, 
Nor  ever  can  a  lafting  fceptre  wield, 
Unlefs  in  robes  of  pureft  truth  conceal'd. 

Kcar  then,  whoe'er  the  arduous  tafk  will  try. 
Who  wifli  with  fenfe,  with  Ikill,  with  tafte  to  lye*^ 
Ye  patiTOts,  plotting  minifters  difgrace  ; 

Ye  minifters,  who  feaf^ a  lofs  of  place ; 

Ye  tradefmen,  who  with  writs  the  fop  entrap. 

Ye  fops,  who  ftrive  thofe  tradefmen  to  efcape  ; 

Ye  reverend  Jews,  enrich'd  by  Chriftian  fpoil. 

Ye  parfons,  who  for  benefices  toil ; 

No  longer  hope  by  open  war  to  win, 

Ceafe,  ceafe,  ye  fools,  to  lye  •'  thro'  thick  mid  thin,''* 

**  But  know  this  truth  enough  for  rogues  to  know," 

Lyes  ne'er  can  pleafe  the  man  who  thinks  them  fo. 

Would  you  by  flattery  feek  the  road  to  wealth  i 
Pufh  not  too  hard,  but  Aide  it  in  by  ftealth. 
Mark  well  your  cully's  temper  and  purfuit, 
And  fit  to  every  leg  the  pliant  boot. 
Tell  not  the  fpendthrift  that  he  hoards  with  fenfe. 
Tell  not  the  mifer  that  he  fcorns  expence  \ 

Nor 


[    65     ] 

Nor  praife  the  learning  of  a  dunce  p^ofef^, 

Nor  fwear  a  floven's  elegantly  dreft. 

Thus,  if  by  chance,  in  harmlefs  fport  and  play. 

You  coolly  talk  a  charafter  away  ; 

Or  boldly  a  flat  perjurer  appear, 

Nor  gallows  dread,  nor  lacerated  ear, 

Still  let  your  lyes  to  truth  near  neighbours  be, 

And  flill  with  probability  agree : 

So  fliall  you  govern  with  unbounded  rein, 

Nor  longer  cringe,  and  toil,  and  lye  in  vain ; 

While  Truth  laments  her  empire  quite  o'erthrown. 

And  by  a  form  ufurp'd  fo  like  her  ovjn, 

ODE 

TO   JOTt^^    JIOLLE,   fiO^  M.   T.     . 
ON    HIS    LONG    RESIDENCE    IH    THE    COUNTHV. 

Sprung  from  the  chief  of  Rollo's  race, 
Pre-eminent  in  flrape  and  grace, 

For  Wit  and  Senfe  admired  ; 
Say,  Ral/e^  the  caufe  of  this  delay, 
What  keeps  thee  from  the  town  away  ? 

By  all  thy  friends  defired  ! 


Say, 
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Say,  doft  thou  chace  the  panting  flag,. 
With  J- »,  that  witty  wag. 

Oh  northern  Devo?t''s  plains  ?  * 
Is  the  purfuit  of  game  the  caufe. 
That  deaf  to^/^/tfa's  weal  and  laws. 

Thee  TidnueU\  ililldetains  ? 

Do'ft  thou  in  Veftry'swarnv  debate, 
Now  thump  the  table,  now  thy  pate, 

And  make  the  Quorum  ftare  ? 
Or  doft  thou  through  the  miry  lanes,  . 
W'hilft  every  farmer  loud  complains, 

Chace  the  poor  timid  hare  ? 

Thy  lovely  Mira^  %  well  I  know. 
Likes  much  her  ppetty  face  to  flievr, 

In  London's,  brilliant  fphere  : 
Methinks  I  hear  the  fair  one  fpeak, 
I  fee  her  pat  thy  chubby  cheek. 

My  love,  my  Johnny  §  dear  ! 

Come,  let  us  hafte  to.London's  fmoke, . 
The  frogs  already  round  us  ci'oak  !  . 
If  here  we  longer  ftay,. 


• 


Sir  T.   Ackland's  flag  hounds  hunt  the  northern  part  of  Dcvoa. 
\   The  name  of  Mr.   Rolle's  feat. 
J  Mira  is  the  name  of  Mrs.   Rolle. 

^  Ml'  and  Mrs.  Rolle  are  very  fond  of  the  appellations  of  Johnny 
kjid  Mira,  .and  ufe  them  on  »ll  occafion*. 

Of 
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Of  agues  we  fhall  furely  die, 
Such  dreadful  fogs  each  eve'  I  fpy  !  * 
Hafte,  Johmy^  hafte  away  ! 

Tho'  thou  art  of  Herculean  mould,  ^" 

Thy  heart  is  neither  hard  nor  cold 

To  female  fupplication ! 
Come  then,  oblige  thy  lovely  bride, 
Henceforth  once  more  St.  Stephen's  pride. 

And  wonder  of  the  nation  ! 

ASTOLPHO. 

0»  the  day  of  the  publication  of  Mr,  Gihhon's  conclufon  of 
bis  Hijlory^  and  the  Author'' s  hirth-day^  fame  of  the 
viofi  cekhrated  literary  charaHers  dined  together  on  tht 
Oixajion,  In  the  afternoofi  the  follovoing  Stanzas^  njurit-^ 
ten  hy  Mr.  Hayhy^  luerc  read  to  the  company, 

Cjt  ENII  of  England,  and  of  Rome  ! 
In  mutual  triumph  here  affume 

The  honours  each  may  claim  !  ^ 

The  focial  fccue  with  finiles  furvey^ 
And  confecrate  the  feflive  day 

To  Friendfliip  and  to  Fame, 


Tidwcll  is  in  a  damp  fituadons 


Enough; 
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Enough  by  Defolation's  tide, 
"With  angiiifh,  and  indignant  pride, 

Has  Rome  bewail'd  her  fate  j 
And  mourn'd  that  time,  in  havoc's  hour, 
Defac'd  each  monument  of  power, 

To  fpeak  her  truly  great. 

O'ermaim'd  Polybius,  juft  Jind  fage. 
O'er  Livy's  mutilated  page, 

How  deep  was  her  regret ! 
Touch'd  by  this  Queen,  in  ruin  grand. 
See  !  Glory,  by  an  Englifli  hand. 

Now  pays  a  mighty  debt : 

Lo !  facred  to  the  Roman  name, 

And  rais'J,  like  Rome's  immortal  fame, 

Dy  genius  ;,nv!  by  toil, 
The  fplendid  work  is  crown'd  to-day, 
On  which  Oblivion  ne'er  fhall  prey, 

Nor  Envy  make  her  fpoil ! 

England,  exult !  and  view  nat  now 
With  jealous  glance  each  nation's  brow, 

Where  Hift'ry's  palm  has  fpread ; 
In  every  path  of  liberal  art, 
Thy  fons  to  prime  diftindtion  ftart, 

Aod  no  fuperior  dread. 
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Science  for  thee  a  Newton  raisM  ; 
For  thy  renown  a  Shakefpeare  blaz'd, 

Lord  of  the  Drama's  fphere ! 
In  different  fields,  to  equal  praife, 
See  HiiVry  now  thy  Gibbon  raife 

To  fliine  without  a  peer ! 

Eager  to  honour  living  worth, 
And  blefs  to-day  the  double  birth, 

That  proudeft  joy  may  claim, 
Let  artlefs  Truth  this  homage  pay, 
And  confecrate  the  feftive  day 

To  Friendfhip  and  to  Fame. 

INCANTATION,  FOR  RAISING  A  PHANTOM,  IMITA- 
TED FROM  MACBETH,  AND  LATELY  PERFORMED 
BY    HIS    majesty's    SERVANTS,    IN    WESTMINSTER,. 

Tljunder.     A  Cauldron  hurfiing. 

Enter  three  Witches, 
Firji  Witch, 

JL  HRICE  the  DoAors  have  been  heard. 
Scco7id  Witch.     Thrice  the  Houfes  have  conferred. 
Third  Witch.     Thrice  hath  Sydney  cock'd  his  chin, 

Jenky  cries — begin,  begin. 
FirJi  Witch,      Round  about  the  Cauldron  go. 
In  the  fell  ingredients  thcow. 

'  Still' 
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Still-born  Foetus,  born  and  bred 
In  a  Lawyer's  puzzled  head, 
Hatch'd  by  metaphyfic  Scot, 
Boil  thou  in  th'  inchanted  pot. 

^11,  Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble  ; 

Fire  burn,  and  Cauldron  bubble. 

Second  Wiuh.     Scull  that  holds  the  fmall  remains 
Of  old  C — d — n's  addle  brains, 
Liver  of  the  lily's  hue, 
Which  in  R — m — d's  carcafe  grew  ; 
Tears,  which  ftealing  down  the  cheek 

Of  the  rugged  T w,  fpeak 

All  the  poignant  grief  he  feels 
For  his  Sov'reign — or  the  Seals ; 
For  a  charm  of  pow'rfiil  trouble 
Like  a  Hell-broth,  boil  and  bubble. 

jill.  Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble, 

Fire  burn,  and  Cauldron  bubble. 

7bird  Witch,  Clippings  of  Corinthian  brafs 
From  the  vifage  of  D— d — s  ; 
Forg'd  Addrefs,  devis'd  by  R— e. 

Half  of  P — p — r  A n's  nofe, 

Smuggled  vote  of  City  Thanks, 

Promife  of  infidious  B ks, 

Add  a  grain  of  R — llo's  courage 
To  enflame  the  hellilh  porridge. 

ffirji  Witch.     Cool  it,  with  L — yd  K — ^y — 's  blood. 
Now  the  charm  is  firm  and  good, 

I  M, 
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jilL  Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble. 

Fire  burn,  and  Cauldron  bubble. 

En.ter  Hecate,  ^een  of  the  Witches. 
Hecate.  Oh  !  well  done  !  I  commend  your  pains, 

And  ev'iy  one  fliall  Ihare  i'th'  gains. 

\Cauldron  JiTtks,     IVitchesfly  avoayupon  broomjikks^ 
thundery  ^c. 

7he  Front'tfpitce  to  the  fecond  edition  of  Dr.  Johnfon*^ 
Letters  is  an  admirahle  rehuke  to  the  •venal  pen  of 
Madame  Piozzi.  It  is,  n.ve  underftand,  the  produSlion 
of  a  vcell'kno^M7i  and  ingenious  Satyriji.  Me  has  intro- 
duced the  Ghojl  of  the  Dodor,  nuho  addrejjes  the  Lady 
in  the  follo'wing  epigrammatic  lines, 

VV  HEN  Streatham  fpread  its  plenteous  board, 
I  open'd  learning's  valued  hoard, 

And  as  I  feafted,  pros'd  ; 
Good  things  I  faid,  good  things  I  eat, 
I  gave  you  knowledge  for  your  meat, 

And  thought  th' account  was  clos'd. 

If  obligations  ftill  I  ow'd. 

You  fold  each  item  to  the  crowd, 

I  fuffer'd  by  the  tale. 
For  God's  fake !  Madam,  let  me  reft. 
Nor  longer  vex  your  quondam  gueft, 

I'll  pay  you  for  your  ale. 

MRS* 
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MRS,    PIOZZI's    JOHNSONIANA. 

Some  of  the  old  legendary  flories  put  in  verfe  by 
modem  writers  provoked  him  to  carricature  them  thus 
one  day  at  Streatham  ;  but  they  are  already  well  known, 
I  am  fure. 

The  tender  infant,  meek  and  mild, 

Fell  down  upon  the  ftone  ; 
The  nurfe  took  up  the  fnuealing  child, 

But  ftill  the  child  fqueal'd  on. 

-  A  famous  ballad  alfo,  beginning  Rio  vcrdc,  Rio  vcrJej 
■when  I  commended  the  tranfiation  of  it,  he  faid  he  could 
do  it  better  himfelf — as  thus : 

Glaffy  water,  glafly  water, 

Down  whofe  current  clear  and  ftrong, 

Chiefs  confus'd  in  mutual  flaughter, 
Moor  and  Chriftian,  roll  along. 

But,  Sir,  faid  I,  this  is  not  ridiculous  at  all.  "  Why 
no,  replied  he,  why  fliould  I  always  write  ridiculoufly  ? 
perhaps  becaufe  I  made  thefe  verfes  to  imitate  fuch  a 
one,  naming  him  : 

Hermit  hoar,  in  folemn  cell 

Wearing  out  life's  evening  gre}  j 
Strike  thy  bofom,  fage,  and  tell, 

What  is  blifs,  and  which  the  \vay  ? 
a  Thus 


n  3 

iThiis  I  fpoTce,  and  fpeaking  figh'd. 

Scarce  reprefs'd  the  llarting  tear, 
When  the  hoary  fage  reply 'd, 

Come,  my  lad,  and  drink  fome  beer." 

I  could  give  another  comical  inftance  of  caricatura  imi- 
tation. RecoUeding  fome  day,  when  praifmg  thefe  verfes 
of  Lopez  de  Vega, 

Se  acquien  los  leones  vence 

Vence  una  muger  hermofa 
O  el  de  flaco  averguence 

O  ella  di  fer  nius  furiofa, 

more  than  he  thought  they  deferv^ed,  Mr.  Jqjinfon  in- 
ftantly  obferved,  "  that  they  were  founded  on  a  trivial 
conceit,  and  that  conceii;  ill  explained,  and  ill  exprefTed 
befide.  The  lady,  we  all  know,  does  not  conquer  in 
the  fame  manner  as  the  lion  does:  'tis  a  mere  play  of 
tvords,  added  he,   and  you  might  as  well  fay,  that 

If  the  man  who  turnips  cries, 
Cry  not  when  his  fatlier  dies, 
'Tis  a  proof  that  he  had  rather 
Have  a  turnip  than  his  father." 

And  this  humour  is  of  the  fame  fort  with  which  he 
anfwered  the  friend  who  commended  the  following  line : 

Who  rules  o'er  freemen  fliould  himfelf  be  free. 

Vol.  III.  E  "To 
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^'  To  be  furc,  faid  Dr.  Johnfon, 

Who  drives  fat  oxen  fhould  himfelf  be  fat." 

This  readinefs  of  finding  a  parallel,  or  making  one, 
was  Ihewn  by  him  perpetually  in  the  courfe  of  converfa- 
tion.  When  the  French  verfes  of  a  certain  pantomime 
were  quoted  thus, 

Je  fuis  CafTandre  defcendue  des  cieux, 
Pourvous  faire  entendre,  mefdames  &  meflieurs,* 
Que  je  fuis  Caflandre  defcendue  des  cieux  ; 

he  cried  out  gaily  and  fuddenly,  almoft  in  a  moment, 

I  am  Caflandra  come  down  from  the  flty, 
To  tell  each  by-ftander  what  none  can  deny, 
That  I  am  Caflandra  come  down  from  the  flcy. 

The  pretty  Italian  verfes  too,  at  the  end  of  Baretti's 
book,  called  Eafy  Phrafeology,  he  did  aW  improvifo  in. 
the  fame  manner : 

Viva !  vivg  la  padrona ! 
Tutta  bella,  e  tutta  buona, 
La  padrona  e  un  angiolella 
Tutta  buona  e  tutta  bella  ; 
Tutta  bella  e  tutta  buona  j 
Viva !  viva  la  padrona ! 


Long  may  live  my  lovely  Hetty ! 
Always  young  and  always  pretty, 


Always 


r  75  3 

Always  pretty,  always  young, 
Live  my  lovely  Hetty  long ! 
Always  young  and  always  pretty ; 
Long  may  live  my  lovely  Hetty  ! 

The  famous  diftich  too,  of  an  Italian  improvlftr.tore, 
who,  when  the  Duke  of  Modena  ran  away  from  the 
comet  in  the  year  1742  or  1743, 

Se  al  venir  veftio  i  principi  fen*  vanno 
Deh  venga  ogni  di durate  im  anno ; 

which,  faid  he,  would  do  juft  as  well  in  our  language 
thus : 

If  at  your  coming  princes  difappear, 
Comets  !  come  every  day — and  ftay  a  year. 

When  fome  one  in  company  commended  the  verfes  of 
^.  de  Benferade  a  fo?i  Lit  ; 

Theatre  des  ris  et  des  pleurs. 
Lit!  ou  je  nais,  et  ou  je  meurs ; 
Tu  nous  fais  voir  comment  voifins, 
Sont  nos  plaifirs,  et  nos  chagrins. 

To  which  he  replied  without  hefitating, 

In  bed  we  laugh,  in  bed  we  cry. 
And  born  in  bed,  in  bed  we  die  ; 
The  near  approach  a  bed  may  Ihew 
Of  hiuBan  blifs  to  human  woe. 

E  2  A    STORY 
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A   STORY    IN    SIR    JOHN's    OWN    WAY. 

1  LEFT  Johnfon  in  the  evening.  He  had  been  very  plea- 
fant ;  there  was  nobody  with  us  hal  mjfe/f  and  Jjim  ;  it  was 
about  feven  o'clock  when  I  pai'ted  from  him,  for  I  looked 
up  to  St.  Dunilan's  clock.  It  is  a  pity  that  thefe  beauti- 
ful figures  which  flrike  the  hours,  fliould  be  defaced  as 

they  are.*     I  went  to  pay  a  vifit  to  Mr. ,  who  then 

lived  in  Holborn,  at  the  comer  of  the  llfeet  that  leads  to 
Hatton  Garden  from  Brook's  Market,  We  talked  of 
Johnfon  ;  he  faid  he  was  a  great  man,  and  that  he  had 
that  day  been  converfmg  about  the  old  palace  of  El}', 
which  was  a  veiy  fine  place,  f  And  he  told  me  the  fol- 
lowing ftory  :  A  certain  Bifliop,  who  has  been  dead  about 
feventeen  years,  feven  months,  and  three  days,  for  I  find 
a  minute  of  it  in  my  anecdote  book,  had  one  day  (I  think 
it  was  in  fummer,  about  July)  a  number  of  chaplains 
with  him — for  poor  chaplains,  who  cannot  afford  to  buy 
n  dinner,  are  very  happy  if  any  one  will  give  them  a 
dinner  for  nothing  ;  the  reafon  of  which,  I  think,  muft 

*  I  mentioned  this  once  at  a  meeting  of  Juftices,  but  they  ^U  agreed 
tl^ey  could  do  nothing  in  the  bufinefs,  except  myfr/f  would  apply  to  the 
pari  fh. 

f  There  is  a  curious  chapter  of  the  old  Pfalm  Tune  Book,  found 
»mong  the  rubbifh  of  this  palace  when  it  was  pulled  down.  See  my 
General  Hiftory,  Vol.  IV.  p.  268,  where  there  are  many  difcoverics  on 
this  fubjefl,  which  w^^faw,  and  a  remarkable  incident  which  hap- 
pened at  Hicks's  Hall,  when  I  was  Chairman  of  the  Quarter  Seffions. 

be 
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be  very  obvious  to  my  readers.  The  Biftiop  told  a  num- 
ber of  marvellous  ftories,  at  which  the  chaplains  bowed 
aflent,  and  re-echoed  wonderful!  Among  other  particu- 
lars, the  Biftiop  told  them  that  among  the  niins  of  the 
palace  there  was  found  a  huge  toad^  which  meafured  eight 
inches  over  the  back,  and  twelve  in  length.*  All  the 
chaplains  faid  this  Vv'as  wonderful.  One  gentleman  who 
was  prefent,  and  was  very  rich,f  and  wifhed  to  fliew  his 
wit,  obferved  that  there  muft  have  been  no  toad-eaters  in 
thofe  days.  When  he  faid  this,  he  looked  at  the  chap- 
lains, who  hung  down  their  heads.  The  meaning  of 
what  he  faid  was  this,  as  my/elf  conceives,  that  if  there 
had  been  any  toad-eaters  in  thofe  days,  they  would  not 
have  allowed  this  toad  to  grow  fo  much  ;  for  fuppofing 
that  a  toad-eater  is  an  eater  of  toads,  this  toad  muft  have 
made  a  rich  meal  to  any  two  of  them.  This  I  take  to  be 
the  meaning  of  what  the  rich  gentleman  faid.  In  our 
days,  however,  the  word  toad-eater  is  underftood  meta- 

*  I  remember  to  have  difcovered  a  fpidcr  in  the  old  wall  of  old  Hicks's 
Hal!,  which  hid  fevcr»teen  legs,  and  weighed  one  fcrnple,  fix  grains  and 
a  half,  averdiipois,  but  it  was  almoft  ftarved.  It  had  literally  fretted 
iti  gius  to  fiJJle-ftrings.  The  beft  fiddle  firings  now,  however,  are  made 
•f  catgut.     General  Hiftory,  Vol.  III.  p.  289.  ibU. 

■^  This  country  is  amazingly  increafed  in  riches  within  thefe  few 
years.  When  I  was  Chairman  to  the  Quarter  Seffions,  a  gentlcmaa 
came  to  give  myjrlf  and  my  brethren  fome  intelligence,  who  was  fvip- 
pofed  to  be  worth  eighty  thoufand  pounds,  and  I  am  told  there  are  mer- 
chants in  the  city  worth  much  more.  Smith,  on  the  Wealth  of  Na- 
tions, fpcaks  well  on  this  fubjcift ;  it  is  a  vei"y  good  book. 

E  3  phori- 
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phorically,  and  means  a  chaplain,  an  officer  irpon  halt 
pay,  or  any  fuch  perfon.  It  is  to  be  regretted  that  there 
is  not  more  attention  paid  to  the  chaplains,  for  I  remem- 
ber one  who  could  read  Greek  and  Hebrew,  and  under- 
ftand  mulic  perfedly  well,  and  yet  was  obliged  to  pare 
his  own  turnips.  In  my  General  Hiftory,  you  will  find 
fome  inftances  of  Welch  parfons,  who  play  on  the  fiddle 
to  fupply  deficiencies — and  it  is  more  than  probable,  that 
one  of  the  toad-eaters  above  mentioned  was  a  Welch- 
man.  Hence  the  phrafe  of  going  a  Welching, — detera 
defunt, 

JEU      D'ESPRIT 

ON  MR.  SHELPOn's  ANATOMICAL   SCIiOOI.,    IN  GREAT 

QUEEN   STREET,    BEING  CONVERTED    INTO 

AN    UNDERTAKER*S    SHOP. 

a\' HERE  once  difTefting  Sheldon  lecSlur'd  crowds, 
A  funeral  monger  now  exhibits  llirowds  j 
And,  like  the  firft  poflefTor  of  the  place, 
Jmprifons  many  a  dead  man  in  a  cafe ! 

JACK- DAW. 


THE 
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THE   ANGRY    BOY    AND    THE   CALM 

VETERAN; 

'     A   PARLIAMENTARY    ECLOGUE,    I787. 

J.  WAS  on  a  day,  when  eloquence  fublime, 
And  piercing  truth,  that  claims  recording  rhime, 
When  Burke's  keen  fatiie  wak'd  the  Premier's  ire, 
Thaw'd  his  cold  heart,  and  turn'd  his  phlegm  to  fire, 

(Anger,  mean  paffion,  happily  withltood 
By  *  Lanfdown,  comrade  of  the  great  and  good  ; 
How  mull  we  grieve,  'twere  fufFerM  to  obfcure 
A  mind  fo  grand,  fo  primitive,  fo  pure  ; 
Grievfe — that  the  temper  bland,  and  open  heart 
Of  his  lov'd  patron,  foe  declar'd  of  art. 
Should  fail  their  gentle  attributes  to  blend 
With  the  ftern  virtues  of  fo  true  a  friend  ? ) 

Aukward  as  ufual,  more  than  ufual  fore, 

E'en  words  he  lack'd,  which  ne'er  he  lack'd  before ; 

By  choaking  rage  plac'd  in  a  novel  fiate, 

Eager  to  fcofF,  unable  to  dilate. 

*  He  was  above  the  mean  paffion  of  refentment ;  when  a  hoy  lie  was 
occafionally  aftuated  by  it,  but  he  had  got  rid  of  it  by  living  among 
good  and  great  men,  &c.  Opennefs  was  fo  much  his  charaderiftic,  thtij 
he  was  open  to  a  fault,  and  by  the  advice  of  his  friends,  on  that  very 
account  fccluded  himfelf  from  the  world. 

Vide  Marquii  of  Lanfchtun^s  Speech,  March 'jy  17S7. 

E  4  Then 
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Then  thus,  with  fublimated  taunt,  replica  f 

Pitt, 

Foil)',  like  your*s,  I  pity  and  difpifc 

To  hun,  th'accomplifli'd  Senator  imaw'd  j 

Burke, 
Your  breeding  let  your  fawning  flaves  applaud— 
Ev'n  I,  that  ripe  difcretion  won't  difpute. 
Which  waves  thofe  arguments  it  can't  confute, 
And  pouring  fcalding  words  with  pompous  pride, 
Difplays  the  flander  it  pretends  to  chide. 
If  of  that  fcorn  you  laviflily  let  fall, 
Like  Heaven's  broad  fhowV,  upon  the  heads  of  all. 
Some  vagrant  drops  fliould  chance  to  light  on  me, 
Marvel  I  cannot,  fince  1  muft  forefee. 
But  when  to  me  your  pity  too  extends. 
That  pity  oft  withheld  from  truelt  friends ; 
My  thanks,  my  warmeft  thanks,  are  furely  due, 
Since  'tis  a  boon  I  ne'er  could  hope  from  you  ; 
A  boon,  confiding  Mailings  fail'd  to  gain. 
Which  Brodie's  worth  and  wounds  implor'd  in  rain.' 
Nor  cavil  we,  though  fmall,  fince  well  we  know, 
Thofe  can't  give  much  who've  little  to  beflow ; 
Yet  is  the  worth  enhanc'd,  when  rare  the  thing ; 
E'en  drops  are  precious  from  a  fcanty  fpring. 


SONG. 
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SO      N      G. 

SUNG    BY    A    LADY    IN    THE    CHARACTER    OF    A 
BALLAD    SINGER,     AT    THE    MASQJJERADE 
AT    HAREWOOD    HOUSE.     " 

(jr  O  O  D  neighbours  attend  and  all  liften  to  me. 
Who  flock  in  fuch  crouds  thefe  fine  people  to  fee ; 
One  would  think  when  their  looks  are  fo  foft  and  per- 

.  fuading, 
At  Chriftmas  only  they  go  mafquerading. 

Derry  down,  &c. 

But  a  little  we've  learnt  as  to  how.  the  times  go, 
And  being  all  Yorkfliire  folks,  we  know  better  than  fo  : 
Wc  can  give  a  fly  guefs  when  fo  fimple  the  trade. 
Nobility's  nought  but  a  grand  mafquerade. 

,  Derry  down,  &c. 

But  when  Argus's  eyes  can  boaft  fuch  penetration. 
The  ladies  to  follow  through  each  transformation  ; 
So  refin'd  are  they  grown,  andfo  fubtle  their  graces, 
Noon  or  night  the  mafque  feldom  is  off  from  their  face*. 

Derry  down,  &c. 

Then  here's  witches  profound,  who  all  fortunes  can  tell, 
Who  deferve  to  be  burnt,  when  fo  fatal  the  fpell ; 
But  I'll  whifper  you,  neighbours,  for  fear  of  fome  harm, 
Unmaiking's  their  magic,  and  beauty's  the  charm. 

Derry  down,  &c. 

E  5  Should 
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Should  a  Parliament-man  take  a  fancy  to  black, 
And  parade  with  a  chimney-fweep's  bag  on  his  back, 
Bid  him  hie  to  the  Senate — that  farcical  fcene, 
Cry  fweep  to  the  Commons — and  brufh  their  votes  clean, 

Derry  down,  &c. 

Our  foldicrs  fo  valiant  transform'd  into  beaux, 
Change  their  brave  regimentals  for  fanciful  cloaths  j 
But  tho'  join'd  in  the  jeft  finoe  retum'd  from  the  war, 
Yet  America  tells  us  how  gallant  they  are. 

Deny  down,  &c. 

Should  any  one  think  that  he  needs  reformation, 
Go  confefs  to  a  friar — procure  difpenfation  ; 
And  tho'  they're  old  women,  and  drefs'd  very  odd, 
Yet  old  women  thro'  Kfe  make  up  half  of  the  crowd. 

Derry  down,  &c. 

Tot  alas !  in  this  great  and  refpeftable  nation. 
Old  women  are  wanted  in  every  ftation  ; 
Old  women  prefcribe — and  old  women  condemn. 
And  the  Reverend  Bench  was  expreflly  for  them. 

Derry  down,  &c. 

Of  mountebanks,  monkies,  and  figures  that  prate, 
Can  a  Jial^enny  ballad  find  rhymes  to  relate  ; 
They  mix  with  a  crowd,  and  they  make  a  great  pother, 
Bwt  being  witty  is  one  thing— and  mafqued's  another. 

Derry  down,  &c. 


But 
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But  the  fxunmons  draws  near,  when  the  mafque  fliall  be 

done, 
And  the  vifage  alTum'd  muft  be  chang'd  for  your  own  : 
But  approach,  my  good  neighbours,  and  banilh  all  fear, 
Ill-nature's  a  churl  that  never  comes  here. 

Derry  down,  &c. 

Critic  fatire  at  no  one  (hall  level  a  blot, 

Be  the  witty  remember'd,  the  ftupid  forgot ; 

Good  humour's  the  goddefs  prefides  o'er  the  fport, 

"  Wit  and  mirth"  is  her  m^tto,  and  Harewood  her 

Court. 

Derry  down,  &c, 

Tfje  folio-wing  Impromptu  hy  the  Hon,  Thomas  Erflcine, 
'Mas  occajioned  hy  his  ieing  much  iridifpofed  one  evening 
at  Lady  Payne's,  -who  very  kindly  made  him  retire  and 
lye  dovjn  ;  he  foon  returned  -with  the  follovjing  lines  in 
his  hand^  -which  he  prejented  tg  her  Ladyjhip. 

J  I  S  true  I  anrt  ill,  but  I  heed  not  complain, 
Tor  he  never  knew pleafure,  who  never  knew  Payne. 


Ts  6  T  R  A  N  s. 
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TRANSLATIONS. 

or  LORD  belgrave's  memorable  quotation, 
AS  introduced  in  a  speech,  delivered 

BY  HIS  LORDSHIP,  IN  A  LATE  DEBATE. 

//  is  vi'ith  Jingtilar  fathfaSlion  ive  communicate  the  follow- 
ing moji  excellent  verjions  of  Lord  Belgrave's  never-to- 
heforgotten  quotation  ;  truftingy  as  ixse  fncerely  do^  that 
fo  mark'd  an  attention  to  his  Lordjhip's  fcholarjhip  may 
cenfdcrally  confole  him  under  his  melancholy  failure  as 
an  orator. 

Lord  Belgrave's  Quotation. 

Tranflation  by  Lord  Grof<venor, 
His  dam  was  Thetis,  ^Eacus  his  Sire, 
And  for  his  paces  he  was  nam'd  Highflyer. 

Another  by  Sir  Jofeph  Ma^\jley, 

Achilles,  who  was  quite  a  man  of  whim, 
And  alfo  had  a  fwift  foot  anfwer'd  him—— 

Another  by  Sir  Cecil  Wray. 

There  was  a  man,  Achilles  was  he  call'd, 

He  had  two  feet,  they  were  fo  fwift,  he  bawl'd. 

Or  otherwifc,  he  mought,  I  fay,  have  fall'd. 

.;  ,.Ano- 


} 
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Another  by  Lord  Momington^  and  Lord  Graham, 
With  Hghteft  heels  oppos'd  to  heavieft  head, 
To  Lord  Atrides,  Lord  Achilles  faid 

Another  by  the  Chancellor. 

To  him  Achilles,  with  a  furious  nod, 
Replied,  a  very  pretty  fpeech,  by  G-d  ! 

Another  by  Mr.  Grenville, 
The  Grecian  Speaker  rofe  with  look  fo  big. 
It  fpoke  his  bottom  and  nigh  burft  his  wig 

Another' by  Brook  Watfon\ 

Upftood  Achiiles  on  his  nimble  pegs, 

And  faid,  "  May  Ipree-feume  io  fliow  my  legs  ?" 

Another  by  Mr.  Wllherforce, 

Achilles  came  forward  to  fnivel  and  rant ; 
His  fpirit  was  fpleen  and  his  candour  cant. 

Another  by  Mr.  Pitt. 

Frantic  with  rage,  uprofe  the  fierce  Achilles ; 

*•  How  comfortably  calm!"  faid  Neftor  Willis- 


No. 
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No.  II. 

1 N  anfwer  to  the  many  letters  we  have  received,  re- 
proaching us  for  our  delay  in  communicating  the  fecond 
mimber  of  thefe  ingenious  veriions,  we  have  only  to 
plead  the  excelfiye  preirure  of  public  bufiriefs  at  this  im- 
portant crifis,  and  to  -aflufe  our  CorrefpondehtS,  that  no 
other  caufe  con'd  poflibly  have  retarded  the  infertion  of  fo 
juft  and  honourable  a  tribute  to  the  amiable,  though  un- 
fortunate nobleman  in  queftion. — Undoubtedly  it  is  to  us 
the  moft  flattering  diftinttion,  that  whilft  the  boldnefs  of 
other  prints  has  alarmed  his  Grace  of  Richmond's  loyal- 
ty, it  has  been  our  unvaried  fblicitude  to  avoid  all  harfher 
feverities  j  to  fearch  for  wit  that  can  reconcile  Lord 
Loughborough  to  fatire ;  to  produce  the  Rolliads,  and 
the  Probationary  Odes — in  (hort,  by  entertaining,  not 
deftroying  the  feelings  ;  to  make  laughing,  not  libelling, 
the  limit  of  out  freedom. 

In  the  immediate  cafe,  courted  as  we  are  by  the  beft 
and  moft  eminent  of  the  Pittite  Poets,  we  rejoice  in  com- 
municating ai  feries  of  tranflafiohs,  that  rival  the  French 
Homers  of  La  Valtiere  or  Dacier,  and  yield  not  to  the 
Englifli  of  Chapman  or  of  Ogleby.  —  Happy  Lord  Bel- 
grave  !  Happy  Great  Britain  !  Happy  Morning  Herald  ! 

Lord  Belgr  ave's  Quotation. 

Tranf- 
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Tranflation  by  Sir  John  Scott, 
With  metaphyfic  art  his  fpeech  he  plann'd, 
And  faid  what  nobody  could  underftand. 

Another  by  Mr.  Bajlard. 

The  Trojan  I  oppofe,  he  faid,  'tis  true, 
But  I  abufe  and  hate  Atrides  too.  * 

Another  by  Lord  Favjco?iherg, 

Enrag'd  Achilles  never  would  agree, 

A  "  petty  vote,"  a  "  menial  flave,"  was  he. 

Another  by  Monf.  Alderman  Le  Mefurier. 

By  gar,  Achille  he  fay,  I  ir.ake  a  you 
Parler  anoder  launguage,  ventre  bleu  ! 

Another  by  Lord  Wejlcote. 

Pliant  and  prompt  in  crane-neck  curves  to  wheel, 
Achilles  rofe,  and /ar«V  upon  his  heel. 

Another  by  Mr.  Wilbraham  Booths 

In  oily  terms  he  urg'd  the  chiefs  to  peaice, 
For  none  was  more  a  friend  than  he  to  Greafe* 

Another  by  Lord  Bayham. 

His  confcious  hat  well-lin'd,  with  borrow 'd  profe, 
The  lubber  chief  in  fulky  mien  arofe  ; 
Elate  with  pride  his  long  pent  filence  broke, 
And  coiild  be  but  have  read^  he  might  hasQ/poke. 


Another 
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Another  by  Mr.  Dmida^, 

Up  the  bra'  chield  arofe,  and  weel  I  wis  *\ 

To  beath  lides  booing,  begg'd  'em  to  difmifs  > 

Their  wordy  warfare  m  "  a  general  ^f^^."*  J 

Another  by  Mr.  Tork. 

This  windy  war,  he  fwore,  he  could  not  hear ; 
So  eas'd  his  ti'oubles — by  "  a  ftream  of  air  /f " 

No.  III. 

C/ONFORMABLY  to  our  exprefTed  intention  of  giving 
every  aid  to  the  confolations  of  Lord  Belgrave's  difap- 
pointment,  we  fliould  certainly  have  communicated  the 
third  number  of  the  tranflations  in  yefterday's  Herald, 
but  for  the  great  difficulty  which  occurred  in  decypher- 
ing  that  Latin  one,  which  his  Lordfhip  himfelf  has  fur- 
nilhed,  in  charaders  very  difficult  to  make  out. 

*  It  is  impoffible  for  the  reader  to  comprehencl  the  full  force  of  this 
txpreffion,  unlefs  he  recolledls  the  wonderful  eSeift  it  produced  in  the 
Ho\ife  of  Commons  from  Mr.  Dundas's  peculiar  diale(5^,  upon  that  me- 
mocable  occafion,  when  that  great  diuretic  orator,  expatiating  on  Oriental 
tranquillity,  affured  the  Houfe,  that  "  at  that  moment  all  India  was  at 
peece — Bengal  was  at  feece — Tippo  Sultan  was  at  peece — The  Mahratfas 
were  at  feeee — Every  creature  in  Indoltan,  he  knew  it  for  d.fa-wi},  was 
iomjortably  at  ptece  !  !  !" 

■f  However  fympathetic  in  politics,  it  is  evident  that  the  two  laft  of 
thefe  tranflators  are  at  variance  in  philofopny — the  fornocr  relying  on  the 
hydraulic  fyftem — the  latter  ai^  the  pncunuUt. 

Great,. 
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Great,  indeed,  was  our  fatisfa(5iion  to  find,  that,  at 
the  very  moment  when  we  are  offering  our  advice  to  this 
young  nobleman  (as  may  be  I'een  in  our  Tuefday's 
paper)  to  throw  himfelf  again  on  the  benevolence  of  th« 
Houfe  for  a  patient  hearing,  his  Lordfhip  had  aftually 
the  fortitude  to  praftife  the  leffon  we  prefcribed — ^But 
will  Lord  Bel  grave  permit  us  to  fubmit,  as  fupplemental 
to  that  advice,  our  hearty  defire  that  he  would  in  future 
obtain  fome  general  information  on  the  fubje<S  he  meana 
to  treat  of,  or  at  leaft  advert  to  what  falls  from  other 
fpeakers,  fo  as  to  appear  not  unapprized  of  the  matter 
in  difcuffion,  but  in  a  degree  at  leaft  acquainted  with  the 
outline,  a  precaution  which  never  fails  to  recommend  a 
juvenile  debater ;  but,  on  the  contrary-,  if  affifted  wi^'h 
the  ufe  of  grammar,  and  other  qualifications,  very  eafiiy 
attained,  infenfibly  overcomes  that  fort  of  noife  and  nau- 
fea,  which  the  Houfe  at  prefent,  as  it  ftrikes  u?,  expref* 
much  too  forcibly  againft  this  amiable  adventurer  in  the 
wilds  of  debate. 

Lord  Belgrave's  Quotation. 
Ton  owarxfjLUhoiJt.iy.v;  'ST^o(T(^n  'sso^ot,^  woS'ssj  A;^iXX<Uf« 

Tranflation  by  Lord  Fa-vcconberg, 
Achilles  fwore  he  felt  by  no  means  hurt, 
At  putting  on  great  Agamemnon's  fliirt ; 
He  priz'd  the  honour,  never  grudg'd  the  trouble. 
And  only  wifh'd  the  profit  had  been  double. 

Another 


} 
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Ajiother  by-  Lord  fFinchelfea, 
With  formal  mien,  and  vifage  moft  forlorn, 
The  cburtly  hero y^tfi*  his  j/f/w/  fcorn. 

Another  by  Lord  Sydney, 

The  chief,  unknowing  how  he  Ihou'd  begin, 
Firft  darts  around,  th'  oppofing  ranks  to  thin, 
The  hghtnings  of  his  eye,  and  terrors  of  his  chin 

Another  by  Mr.  Brandling. 

Achilles  rofe,  and  faid,  without  the  leaft  offence, 
The  dog  has  neither  courage,  worth,  norfenfe. 

Another  by  Lord  Belgrade. 

HuiCjCeu  Pittius  ipfe,  cito  repdndit  Achilles, 
Nanique  (ut  ego)  Grseceque  fciens  erat,  &  pede  velox. 

Another  by  the  Ttaelve  Lords  of  the  Bedchamhef, 
in  a  paffion. 

Frantic  with  defperate  rage,  Achilles  roar'd— 
I  beg  ten  thoufand  pardons,  my  dear  Lord. 

Another  by  Eighteen  Bijhops,  quite  cool, 

Now't  came  to  pafs,  the  Lord  Achilles  faith, 
Hecate  and  Furies,  Tartarus  and  death  ! 

Another  by  Lord  Hanve. 
Hawling  his  wind  abaft  Atrides'  wake, 
The  copper-bottom'd  fon  of  Peleus  fpakc, 

T  HE 
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THE      WISH. 

TRANSLATED    FROM    THE    GREEK    OF    TH£    ARCH- 
BISHOP   OF    HIPPO. 
ADDRESSED    TO    THE    SUPREME    BEING. 

Su  C  H  is  my  moft  tranfcendent  love  for  thee, 
And  fuch  my  felf-denial  touching  me, 

That  were  it  poffible  that  I 

Had  been  the  all-creating  Deity, 

And  hadft  thou  worn,  as  I  do  novf, 

The  facred  mitre  on  thy  brow, 
To  thee  my  Deity  I  would  relign, 
And  let  the  plain  Archbiflioprick  be  mine. 

THE  ABOVE  PARODIED  BY  A  POOR  CUKATK, 

A.  S  thou  art  Archbifhop,  and  I  a  poor  Curate, 
My  love  for  myftlf  I  own  is  obdurate  ; 
To  thee  my  Curacy  I  would  refign. 
And  let  the  plain  Archbiflioprick  be  mine, 

SONG. 

jL  HINK  not,  my  love,  when  fecret  grief 

Preys  on  my  fadden'd  heart. 
Think  not  I  wifli  a  mean  relief, 
Or  wou'd  from  forrow  part. 

Pearly 
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Dearly  I  prize  thofe  fighs  fincerc 
That  my  true  fondneis  prove, 

Nor  could  I  bear  to  check  the  tear 
That  flows  from  haplefs  love. 

Alas !  tho'  doom'd  to  hope  in  vaio 
The  joys  that  love  requite  ; 

Yet  will  I  cherilh  all  its  pain. 
With  fad,  but  dear  delight. 

This  treafur'd  grief,  this  lov*d  defpair^ 

My  lot  for  ever  be- 
But,  deareft !  may  the  pangs  1  bear 

Be  never  known  by  thee  I 


LAPLAND      SONG. 

BT    SIR    MATTHEW    WHITE    RIDLEY,    BART. 
MIMBER    OF    PARLIAMINT    FOR    UEWCASTLE    UPON    TYNE. 

1  HE  fnows  are  diflblving  on  Tome's  rtide  fide, 
And  the  ice  of  Lulhea  flows  down  the  dark  tide ! 
Thy  dark  ftreams,  O  Lulhea !   flow  freely  away. 
And  the  fnow-drop  unfolds  her  pale  beauties  to-day. 

Remote,  the  keen  terrors  of  winter  retire, 
Where  the  north's  dancing  dreamers  relinquifli  their  fire ; 
Where  the  fun's  genial  beams  fwell  the  bud  on  the  tree, 
And  Euna  chaunts  forth  I  er  wild  warblings  with  glee. 
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The  rein-deer,  unharnefs'd,  in  freedom  fliall  play, 
And  fafely  o'er  Odon's  fteep  precipice  ftray  ; 
The  wolf  to  the  forefts'  recefles  fliall  fly, 
And  howl  to  the  moon  as  flie  glides  thro'  the  Iky. 

Then  hafte,  my  fair  Lhea !  ah  !  hafte  to  the  grove, 
And  pafs  the  fweet  feafon  in  rapture  and  love  : 
In  youth  let  our  bofoms  with  ecftafy  glow, 
Tor  the  winter  of  life  ne'er  a  tranfport  can  know. 

For   the    ASYLUM. 

Mr.  Editor, 
The   inclofed  Poftfcript  to  a  Letter   was  yefterday 
picked  vip  at  the  Corner  of  Hertford  ftieet. 

''  P.  S.  Amufing  royfelf  the  other  day  with  turning 
over  fome  pages  of  Pope,  I  was  forcibly  ftruck  with  the 
following  lines  in  the  epiflle  from  Eloifa  to  Abelard, 
which,  with  the  fe',v  alterations  I  have  made  in  them, 
appear  flrongly  applicable  to  my  prefent  lituation. 

Yours,  &c. 
MaJriti,  Dec.  20,  1788.  W.  E." 

To   Lord  H** ***■***. 

1 N  this  grave  Court,  where  dignity  and  pride 
In  ancient  pomp  and  folemn  itate  refide  ; 
Where  equal  to  the  haughtieft  nobles  plac'd, 
My  humble  name  with  higheft  honours  grac'd  ; 

Back 
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Each  pray'r  accepted,  and  each  wifti  complete» 
I  tafte  the  pleafures  of  a  rich  retreat ; 
Secure  from  Sheridan's  malicious  fneer, 
Nor  Burke's  revenge,  nor  Fox's  thunders  fear  : 
Here,  reftlefs  chance  to  no  misfortune  dooms ; 
Here,  in  unfading  fplendor,  Eden  blooms : 
For  rich  appointments  crown  my  darling  fchemes. 
And  you  have  realiz'd  my  golden  dreams. 
Yet,. yet,  I  fear — from  Hawkfbury  it  came. 
And  while  I  kifs,  I  tremble  at  the  name  ; 
Common  difpatches  own  Caermarthen's  hand, 
And  Pitt  in  real  bufmefs  gives  command- 
But  when  thy  fatal  letter  I  unclofe, 
Th'  important  name  awakens  all  my  woes  ! 

Oh !  name,  for  ever  fad,  for  ever  dear, 
Firft  known  in  bribes,  now  ufher'd  with  a  teai" ! 
I  flnidder  too  fo  foon  my  own  to  find, — 
Recal  and  ruin  follow  clofe  behind. 
Led  thro*  this  fad  variety  of  woe. 
His  madnefs, — Pitt*s  difgrace, — your  overthrow — 
I  read  with  horror  thefe  decrees  of  fate — 
What  bitter  pangs  on  late  repentance  wait ! 
Now  warm  in  wealth,  now  with'ring  in  my  bloom, 
I  look  to  BccVnham's  folitary  gloom. 
Where  funk  in  infamy  no  more  to  rife. 
You  fcarce  will  pity, — and  all  elfe  defpife. 

Thou  know'fl-,  when  firft  from  AJJifcomhe  you  came, 
Corruption  lurking  under  Friemlihip's  name— 

a  How 
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How  guiltlefs  then  I  liilen'd  to  your  fuit, 

Half  pleas'd,  half  frighten'd,  and  with  wonder  mute  j 

Thofe  winking  eyes,  eluding  every  ray, 

Adorn'd  thy  waving  head  in  graceful  play ; 

But  when  thy  tongue  difplay'd  thy  tempting  plan, 

From  prefent  wealth  to  future  penfion  ran. 

Too  foon  you  taught  me,  'twas  no  fin  to  quit 

A  falling  caufe,  and  fell  myfelf  to  Pitt — 

Could  1  withftand  fiich  precepts  urg'd  by  you, 

Who  from  yourfelf  the  great  example  drew  ? 

How  oft,  while  undecided,  have  I  faid, 
Curfe  on  all  ties  but  thofe  which  Int'reft  made  ! 
Then  free  as  air,  from  fide  to  fide  I'd  range 
As  fortune  turns,  and  to  the  ftrongeft  change : 
Let  praife,  let  honuor  wait  the  conftant  friend, 
Sacred  his  word  and  glorious  his  end  : 
To  all  thofe  views  true  policy  is  cold. 
Faith,  fame,  and  honour,  what  are  you  to  gold  ? 
Some  jealous  daemons,  watchful  for  our  ill, 
Thofe  nicer  paffions  into  man  inftill, 
And  make  miftaken  polit'.cians  groan, 
Wlio  ferve  their  friends  for  ought  but  gain  alone. 

Oh!  happy  ftate!  of  place  ne'er  difpoflefs'd— , 
No  craving  void  left  aching  in  the  breaft. 
No  angry  vote,  no  threatning  want  annoys, 
No  change  of  minifters  confound  our  joys  j 
This  fure  is  blifs,  if  blifs  on  earth  there  be, 
And  feem'd  the  lot  of  Robinfon  and  me.— 

Alas! 
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Alas !  how  chang'd,  what  fudden  horrors  rife ! 
My  hope,  my  privy-feal  imperfeil  Ues. 
The  crime  was  comjTion,  common  be  the  pain  ; 
Shall  you  the  PcUs  and  Dutchy  ftill  retain, 
While  I,  not  only  what  I  lofe,  regret, 
But  what  from  Portland  I  was  fure  to  get ; 
This  dreadful  thought  augments  my  growing  care. 
Envy  embitters,  and  inflames  Defpair. 

Can'ft  thou  forget  the  fad  but  folemn  day, 
The  bargain  fix'd,  all  fcruples  done  away, 
When  1  with  oaths  conlirm'd  the  fliamelefs  fale, 
Black  Thurlow  trembled,  and  Dundas  grew  pale  ; 
Pitt  fcarce  believ'd  the  conqueft  he  furvey'd, 
And  Rofe  with  wonder  heard  the  vows  I  made. 

Yet  then  my  foul,  to  fecret  promife  true. 
Not  on  the  minifter  was  fix'd,  but  you  ; 
Gain,  not  opinion,  was  my  only  call. 
And  lofmg  thy  fupport,  I  lofe  my  all. 

Let  the  next  poft  relieve  my  anxious  woe. 
Tell  me  what  hopes  are  left  thee  to  beftow  ; 
Say,  how  your  Willis  afts  what  you  allot ; 
Does  higher  interference  mend  your  plot  ? 
From  rumour 'd  cures,  what  ftrength  your  projects  draw, 
yNhziJiBions  have  alfum'd  the  force  of  law, 
What  flrong  refiriBions  curb  the  Prince's  fway. 
What  infults  yourfuperior  pow'r  difplay. 
And  teach  him,  thus  degraded,  to  fubrait. 
To  your  high  will  the  Queen's  controul,  and  Pitt. 

Think 
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Think,  then,  your  care  I  merit,  tho'  abroad, 
Plant  of  thy  hand,  and  nurfling  of  thy  fraud, 
From  the  whole  world  with  confidence  I  iied, 
By  thee  to  France  and  the  Efcurial  led  ; 
You  fwore  at  parting,  your  chie'f  cai-e  fnould  be 
To  watch  my  fortunes,  and  provide  for  me  ; 
If  then  o*er  half  the  favours  of  the  throne 
Yo\ir  influence  reigns,   unrivall'd  and  alone, 
Oh !  deem  me  form'd  our  gracious  Queen  to  pleaf 
The  Houfehold  offers  dignity  and  eafe ; 
For  there  an  ebon  ftick  or  iv'ry  wand 
Might  profitably  grace  your  Eden's  hand-. 

But  fhould  her  fcruples  blaft  this  bright  defigti, 
Nor  Ramus,  Harcourt,  nor  a  Page  refign. 
Sure  no  rafli  tongue  would  ever  dare  reproacli  her 
ToVe  made  the  King's  Ambaflador,  Turnbroachcr.  * 
Let  fome  kind  promife  footh  my  lab'ring  bread. 
Give  what  thou  canlV,  and  let  me  dream  the  reft. 

How  happy  is  the  blamelefs  Envoy's  lot, 
The  town  forgetting,  by  the  town  forgot ! 
No  party  politics  dillurb  his  mind, 
"Who  feals  acceptetl,  or  who  fcals  refign'd  ; 
Whofe  truth  unblemifli'd,  and  whofe  talents  known. 
Each  party  ufes,  and  all  councils  own  ; 

■*  An  office  which  ancient  ncceffity  had,  it  feems,  rendered  honour^?' 
ahle ;  but  by  the  modern  jmprovenneiits  inlpiechanics,  and  the  introduc- 
tion of  jacks  info  the  Royal  kitchen  for  roafting  meat,  has  fallen  into  a 
lucritive  finecureof  25I.  per  annum.     See  the  Red  Book.  ! 

Vol.  III.  F  For 
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For  him,  the  Bath's  unfading  honours  glow. 
And  penfions,  unreftrain'd  by  Burke,  {hall  fld\». 

Far  other  thoughts  my  er-ring  I'oul  employ, 
Tar  other  raptures  of  once  hopM-for  joy  4 
Fancy  reftores  at  clofe  of  each  fad  day, 
What  my  perfidious  folly  fnatch'd  away:; 
^Twixt  Fox  and  Sheridan  I  feem'd  to  fit. 
And  brave  the  terrors  of  oppofing  Pitt; 
Nowfeel  myfeU  fublime  on  India's  throne. 
And  what  Dundas  has  left,  is  all  my  own; 
i'rovoking  daemons  all  redraint  remove, 
Sometimes,  I  thee  fucceed,  whom  moft  I  love  : 

1  wake- The  phantom  vaniflies  m  air. 

And  with  returning  reafon  leaves  defpair. 

To  dream  once  more,  I  clofe  my  willing  eycs:;  • 
Ye  dearillufions.  Wealth  and  Pow'r,  arife! 
No  more,  alas ! — I  on  a  lonefome  feat. 

With  wretched  M n  and  with  Weftcote  meet. 

Of  treach'rous  fools,  a  melancholy  row. 

To  faithlcfs  men,  we  fad  examples  fhew. 

Who  by  our  own  mad  luftof  gold,  undone. 

The  ruin  hafteii'd  which  v/e  fought  to  fliun. 

Ev'n  gentle  Marlb'jough's  fpirit  feems  to  rife, 

Difdain  and  indignation  in  his  eyes ; 

He  fpurns  me  from  him — Newgate's  front  appears, 

And  clanging  fetters  rend  my  wounded  ears — 

I  {hriek,  ftart  u]>,  and  waking,  joy  to  find 

JNo  Jheavier  griefs  than  thofe  I  left  behind. 


If 


[    99    ] 

If  no  unufual  fate  your  plan  attends, 
And  with  his  office,  Pitt  fhould  lofe  his  friends ; 
Fox  difappoint  your  bold  ambitious  aim. 
And  vindicate  the  Prince's  rightful  claim  ; 
Muft  I,  with  your  defeat  all  chance  refign  ? 
No — I'll  renounce  thee,  leave  whatever  was  thine; 
Adopt  the  creed  of  more  enlighten'd  times, 
And  by  my  zeal  atone  for  former  crimes.  i 

I'll  try  the  force  of  penitence  artd  tears ; 
Unfeign'd  repentance,  IIea\  'n  with  mercy  hears ; 
How  black  foe'er  my  damning  fins  appear, 
My  recantation  muft  be  deem'd  fmcere; 
Or  as  before,  by  letters  to  them  all, 
I'll  fay,  my  country's  good,  my  country*^  call, 
My  labours  in  a  foreign  land  requir'd ; 
But  now,  my  foul,  by  nobler  int'refts  fir'd. 
Pants  to  rejoin  them,  ferve  the  common  caufe, 
The  Throne,  the  Conftitution,  and  the  Laws, 
Uphold ;  again  their  ancient  ftandard  bear. 
Partake  their  dangers,  and  their  triumphs  fliare, 

Heav'n  firft  taught  letters  for  fome  wretch's  aid. 
Some  venal  StateAnan,  fome  bafe  Renegade  ; 
They  fliew  no  more  than  prudent  art  requires, 
Tlian  int'reft  dictates,  and  deceit  infpires  ; 
The  convert's  wilh,  without  his  fears  impart,     , 

Rxcufe  his  bluflies,  nor  betray  his  heart 

My  fkill  by  thefe,  my  (hipwreck'd  hopes  fliall  favc. 
Nor  India  boaft  a  more  fuccefsful  knave.  W.  E. 

Fa  S  T  A  N« 
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STANZAS, 

ADDRESSED    TO    MR.    HERSCHEL,    ON    HIS    LATE 
ASTRONOMICAL    DISfcOVERIES, 

«  To  warn  proud  cities,  war  appears 

*i  Wag'd  in  the  troubled  (ky,  and  armies  rufii 

4«  To  battle  in  the  clouds."  'MifcToK. 

i. 

When  to  coerce  a  *  patriot  band. 

In  evil  hour,  Britannia  rofe. 
The  ftate-opticians  of  the  land 

Could  look  no  farther  than  their  nofe-: 
Tho'  juft  beyonc?  it  f  France  was  brewing 
More  mifchief,  to  complete  our  ruin. 

H. 

Yet  Herfchel,  who,  great  George  to  grace, 

To  a  +  new  ftar  has  given  birth. 
Which  from  his  memory  muft  efface 
The  little /pot  §  he  loft  on  earth  : 
As  plainly  as  the  fun  at  noon 
Sees  11  burning  mountains  in  the  moon! 

*  America. 

f  The  Refcript. 

+  An:w  i-lanet,  callel  by  Herfchel,  the  Georgium  Si^Ius. 

,§  The  Thirteen  Colonics  in  North  America. 

[|  Three  volcanos  in  the  moon,  difcovcicdfc/  HcffchiL 


III. 


Iff. 

Sydney !  Carmarthen  !r— pray  make  room- 

Among  you  for  this  vvond'rous  man  : 
And  to  avert  poor  England's  doom. 
See  henceforth  clearer — if  ye  can. 
Fierce  conteft,  brooding  in  the  flcy, 
He  marks  to  Pittr-for  Pjtt  looks  high, 

IV. 

The  *  Balance  trembles  in  its  fphere  ! 

With  rage  the  hoilile  '•''  Lion'%  f  red  ! 
The  *  Virgin  cannot  calm  our  fear  : 
Alas  —  X  Elizabeth  is  dead. 
And  in  the  *  Crah  we  read  our  fate  ; 
Sad  emblem  of  our  hqckvoard  Hate  ! 

V. 

Yet  tho'  ftern  §  Mars  with  angry  glare, 
Wide-threatens  this  deyoted  ground  j 
And  "  Comets  from  their  horrid  hair 
"  Shake  war  and  peftilence  around  ;'* 
Our  ftatefmen  heed  them  not,  but  flare 
At  II  Cajioped's  eafy  Chair  ! 

*  Signs  in  the  Zodiac. 

f  The  arms  of  Holland  are  the  Lion. 

J.  Queen  Elizabeth  was  in  a  manner  m'ftrefs  of  Holland.  She  had 
what  were  called  the  cautionary  towns  belonging  to  the  Dutch  ia  her 
poffcflion,  who  feared  and  courted  her. 

§  A  planet  as  well  as  the  god  of  war. 

II  CaiTiopca's  Chair  is  a  conftcUation. 

F  3  \1. 
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VI. 

Sure  mark— they  mean  their /eafs  to  keep. 

In  fpke  of  each  portentous  T^a  ; 
But  Vengeance,  roufmg  froin  his  fleep, 
Shall  make  them  rue  the  wrath  divine. 
Streaming  in  air,  fee  *  Charleses  Wane^ 
Warns  his  proud  ill-Jiarr'd  f  race  in  vain ! 

VII. 
O  Herfchel ! — if  thy  optic  glafs, 

Whofe  vaft  difcoveries  in  the  iky 
Each  fam'd  aftronomer's  furpafs, 
,  Another  planet  fhould  defcry  ; 
Thy  Sovereign,  tho'  at  firft  it  Ihocks, 
O  crown  it  with  the  name  of  Fox  ! 

VIII. 
For  that  would  teach  his  pride  to  bear 

Th'  infulting  blow  the  +  French  have  given ; 
Who,  zealous  for  thy  honour,  tear 

His  name  from  the  bright  hofts  of  heaven. 
Heaven  were  not  worth  the  Monarch's  care,  ^ 
If  brighter  Jiars  outjhone  him  there. 

^*  A  ftar  difcovered  at  the  period  of  Charles  the  Second's  misfortunes, 
apd  called  fo  frqm  thence. 

f .  The  Houfc  of  Han — r  defcendcd  from  James  the  Firft  by  the  female 

line. 

"♦■  The  French  aftronomers  have  rejefted  the  name  of  Georgiura  Sidus,     \ 
and  call  it  Herfchel,  in  honour  of  its  difcoverer.     S'u  tranfu gloria  coell  7 

ON' 
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ON    READING    SEVERAL    PARAGRAPHS    IN    THK 
PAPERS    RELATIVE    TO    DR.    PARr's  WIG  I 

Bishop  h— d,  Bifiiop  h— di 

It  is  furely  abiurd, 
Through  the  papers  thy  venom  to  fpread  j 

With  fenfe  Ihiall,   and  words  big, 

To  befpatter  the  'ivigy 
With  the  filth  that's  defign'd  for  the  head. 

Thou  may 'ft  cry,  though  in  vain, 

That  ihtjov.'er  of  tfjy  train,*' 
Their  crackers  indignant  ivill  fire  I 

Indignation — forfooth ! — 

Thou  could'ft  preach  in  thy  youth— 
*'  The  labourer's  worthy  his  hire." 

Yet  thy  Bards  but  betray 

(Whether  cajh  ox  praife-pay^ 
Their  own  weaknefs,  and  that  of  their  caufe  s 

For  know  that  afi^M,\ 

Not  of  Warburton's  crew. 
Can  judge  hy  true  critical  \  laws, 

*  See  Warburton's  Divine  Legation, 
■f"  Confult  Warburton's  Prefaces. 
\  Hurd  on  Horace. 

'     F  4  Th«« 
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Then  ftill  let  them  dream 

O'er  {o.  fertile  a  theme 
As  the  Doaor,  Pipe»  Wig,  and  Quotation : 

Seem  to  douht  who's  the  friend^ 

Yet  his  nibbifli  commend, — 
Such  for  thee  was  thy  Patron^s  §  vocation. 

Yet,  for  once  change  thy  plan, 

Take  the  field  Hke  a  man, 
Whither  Jortln's  Goliath  invites : 

IVIo  "  deeds  with  without  name*'— 

Print — publifli — proclaim — 
Thus  the  Beauty  of  HoUticfs  \\  writes. 

NOLO    EPISCOPARI, 

IMPROMPTU, 

Ou  the  alteration  at  hoih  Theatres  of  admitting  tickets  of 
Bone,  in  the  place  of  written  orders. 

CovENT  and  Drury's  lot  each  man  bemoans, 
Now  chang'd  to  charnel  houfes  fiU'd  with  eones. 

§  «  The  author  of  The  Delicacy  of  Fricndftip,  if  I  know  who 
■was  the  author,  for  the  pamphlet  was  p\ibli(hed  before  I  had  fo  much 
as  heard  of  its  contents,  is  a  man  of  very  fuperior  talents,  of  genius, 
Jeaming,  and  virtne,  indeed  a  principal  ornament  of  the  age  he  lives 
in,"  '&c.  &c. all  equally  fulfome — So  writes  hVarburtm  to  Louth. 

II  Biftiop's  H— d'snafiie,  or  rather  »/c^  tiame,  not  an  hundred  miles 
from  St.  James's,  is  rht  Beauty  of  Ho!i.'-,(f:.—?rzj  will  that  do  at 
Court  i  ^  J,  j^ 


EPIGRAM, 

uidJreJJeil  to  the  CovsTZii  OF  Jersey,  onherpiBure 
at  the  Exhibition,  painted  by  Maria  Cofway. 

JERSEY,  why  wave  in  air  thy  wand  around. 
Or  trace  the  magic  circle  on  the  ground, 
More  potent  charms  and  ftrong  enchantments  lie 
Within  the  magic  circle  of  thine  eye  ; 
Thofe  are  the  fafcinating  fpells,  that  prove 
Thy  proud  dominion  o'er  the  realms  of  Love* 

ON    TWO    LATE 

LONSDALE    PROMOTIONS. 

O  F  old,  ere  wife  concord  united  thi§  ifle, 
Our  neighbours  at  Scotland  were  foes  at  Carlifle  : 
But  now  what  a  change  have  wc  here  on  the  border, 
When  Douglas  is  Bifhop^  and  Rojhvell  Recorder. 

Scotch  Street y  CarliJIe^ 
May   1788,. 
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FROM  K    H    O    O    S    R    0/ 

BY    THOMAS    LAW,    ESQ^ 

Useless  do£tor,  quit  my  pUiow, 

All  thy  remedies  are  vain  : 

The  fight  of  her  whom  he  adores, 

Can  only  cure  the  lover's  pain. 

The  world  afferts  that  Khoofro  pays 

His  homage  to  an  idol's  Ihrine  : 

I  do,  1  do,  to  that  refign'd. 

The  world  has  not  a  thought  of  mine. 

Love's  idolatry  I  follow, 

No  other  vvorfhip  I  approve  ! 

I  need  not  wear  the  Pagan  cord, 

Every  nerve  is  ftrung  to  love. 

EPIGRAM    ON    LADY    A . 

AnTIENT  Phyllis  has  young  graces, 
'Tis  a  ftrange  thing,  but  a  true  one  ; 
Shall  I  tell  you  how  ? 
She  herfelf  makes  her  own  faces, 
And  each  morning  wears  a  new  one ; 
Where's  the  wonder  now  ? 


fhe 
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7he  foll(m}ing  ver/es  have  never  appeared  in  print*  They 
came  to  me  after  pajjing  through  feveral  hands  from  tht 
reprefentative  of  the  late  Mr,  Quin,  to  <whom  Mr.  Gar- 
rick  fent  them  tvith  the  follovjing  memorandum^  ivhich 
you  luillfee  is  in  hisovjn  hand  vjriting.  N.  B,  Mr.  Quin 
is  intreated  by  the  author  not  to  truft  the  above  out  of 
his  own  hands,  jifter  the  lapfe  of  fo  many  years  as 
have  pajfedfince  thefe  lines  were  written^  I  helieve  every 
reafon  that  then  fuhfijied for  the  above  injunSlion  muft  he 
at  an  end\  and  therefore  it  feems  no  longer  necejfary  to 
•with-hold  them  from  the  public, 

C.  D. 

VERSES    UPON    THE    ROAD, 

TO    LORD    JOHN    CAVENDISH. 

Facit  Indignatio, 

W  HILST  all  with  fighs  their  way  purfuc 

From  Chatfworth's  bleft  abode, 
My  mind  ftill  fires,  my  Lord,  at  you, 

And  thus  burfts  out  in  ode.  ' 

Forgive  my  phrenzy,  good  Lord  John,  ^ 

For  Pafiion's  my  Apollo  : 
Sweet  Hebe  fays — when  fenfe  is  gone. 

That  nonfenfe  needs  muft  follow. 

F  6  Like 
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Like  Indian  knife,  or  Highland  fword. 
Your  words  have  hewn  and  hacked  me ; 

Whilft  Quin,  a  rebel  to  his  Lord, 

Like  his  own  FalftafF  back'd  me.  '^ 

In  vain  I  boimce,  and  fume,  and  fret. 

Swear  Shakefpeare  is  divine  ; 
Fitzherbert  *  can  awhile  forget 

His  pains  to  laugh  at  mine. 

Lord  Frederick,  George,  and  eke  his  Grace, 

My  honeft  zeal  deride  : 
Nay  Hubert's  melancholy  face 

Smirks  on  your  Lordfliip's  fide. 

With  paflion,  zeal,  and  punch  mifledy 

Why  goad  me  on  to  ftrife  ? 
AVhy  fend  me  to  a  relllefs  bed. 

And  difappointed  wife  ? 

This  my  reward !  and  this  from  you  !■ 

Is't  fhus  you  Bowman  f  treat  ? 
Who  eat  more  toads  than_y<7«  knonu  njoho. 

Each  night  did  ftrawberries  eat. 

Did  I  not  mount  the  dun-drawn  chaife. 

And  fweat  for  many  a  mile  ? 
And  gave  his  Grace's  flcill  much  praife. 

Grinning  a  ghaflly  fmiU  !        " 

*  William  Fitzherbert,  Efq.  of  Tiifington,  member  for  Derby, 
f  The  name  of  »  charadcr  in  Lethe. 

Did 
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Did  I  not  elfewhere  rilk  my  bones, 
My  Lord-Duke's  freaks  took  pride  in  ? 

Did  I  not  trot  down  hills  of  ftones, 
And  call  it  pleafant  riding  ? 

Did  I  not  all  your  feats  proclaim, 

Nor  once  from  duty  flirink  ? 
In  flattery  I  funk  my  fame  ; 

A  Bowman  ev'n  in  drink. 

Did  I  not  oft  my  confcience  force, 

Againft  its  diftates  fvvear  ? 
Have  I  not  prais'd  Lord  George's  horfe  ? 

Nay,  ev'n  your  Lordfliip's  mare  ? 

Did  I  not  oft  in  rain  and  wind. 
O'er  hills,  thro'  vallies  roam. 

When  wifer  folk  would  lag  behind, 
And  fpaniels  ftaid  at  home  ? 

Have  I  not  with  your  natives  fed. 
The  worft  of  all  my  labours. 

And  ventur'd  both  my  ears  and  head 
Among  your  fcalping  neighbours  ? 

Not  Quin's  more  bleft  with  calipee, 

Fitzherbert  in  his  puns, 
Lord  John  in  contradiding  me, 

Lord  Frederick  with  his  nuns, 


Than 
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Than  I  am  bleft  in  Shakefpeare*s  mufe! 

Each  drop  within  my  ftandifh, 
Each  drop  of  blood  for  him  I'll  lofe, 

As  firm  as  any  Ca'ndifli. 

As  Whig  you  gain  the  world's  applaufe, 

For  once  a  Tory  fhine  ;- 
A  Tory  once  in  Shakefpeare's  caufe, 

And  feel  his  right  divine  ! 

Attack  my  wife,  my  patent  tear. 

Do  deeds  without  a  name  ! 
Burn,  kill,  or  ravifli,  Lord  !  but  fpare, 

O  fpare  my  Shakefpeare's  fame ! 

Did  not  Dean  Barker  *  wifely  preach, 

Opinion  may  be  fin  ? 
Did  not  his  fermon  wifely  teach. 

To  cleanfe  ourfelves  within  ? 

From  infidelity  awake ! 

O  melt  your  heart  of  ftone  ; 
Conceal  your  errors  for  my  fake, 

Or  mend  them  for  your  own. 


V.  G. 


»  The  Rev.  William  Barker,  M.  A.  Dean  of  Raphoe.     He  died 
aWut  1777. 


Ill  I 

THE    TRIUMPHS     OF    ADMINISTRATION.' 
AN    ODE. 
ADDHZSSED     TO     THE    RIGHT    HON.    HCTIRY    DyNDASt. 

Crefcit  occulto,  velut  arbor  sevo, 
Fama  Marcelli ;  micat  inter  oicnes 
Scotix  Sidus  ;  velut  inter  igr.cs 
•  I  Luna  minores.  Ho». 

I. 

OUNDASS  ! — the  friend  of  every  fide. 
To  Shelburne,  North,  and  Pitt  ally'd, 

Still  leads  in  honour's  race  : 
Tho'  Eden,  of  inferior  fame, 
With  fimp'ring  cheek,  unting'd  by  fhame,' 

AiTumes  the  fecond  place. 

n. 

In  moving  tones  you  beft  can  tell. 
By  what  bafe  arts  firm  Pigott  fell, 

Indignant,  juft,  and  brave  ; 
The  falfe  Nabob  with  ftrearaing  eyes. 
To  you  alone  for  mercy  cries 

His  forfeit  w^ealth  to  fave.* 

m. 

•  Tbe  late  Lord  Pigott  was  ren>ovtd  from  his  govemaacnt,  and  im- 
friConed  through  the  infidious  politics  and  intrigues  of  the  Nabob  of 
Aicot.    The  Council  at  Madras,  juftiy  iiwcnfed  by  this  iafidious  con- 

4ua, 
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in. 

By  your  control,  compellM  to  pay 
The^wc, — he  weeps  the  live  long  day, 

And  counts  the  dreadful  fcore  ; 
Benfield,  for  vengeance  hears  thy  call, 
Tho*  Arcot  kneeling,  fighs,  Paul^  Paul! 

Ah,  perfecute  no  more  ! 

IV. 
Vain  is  the  hoary  Traitor's  art, 
By  pray'rs  to  touch  thy  honeft  heart. 

And  gain  the  Rajah's  land  :* 
The  bonds-T-the  bonds !  thy  virtue  (how  ; 
Ev'n  Rumbold  calls  you  generous  foe, 

And  clafps  your  open  hand, 

i\x&i,  laid  a  heavy  fine  on  his  Highnefs ;  and  to  enforce  the  penalty,  fe- 
veral  of  them  took,  the  Nabob's  bonds  payable  to  themfelves.  This  very 
fpirited  and  honourable  proceeding  of  the  Council  has  beeo  moft.mali- 
cioufly  and  invidloufly  reprefented  by  Mr.  Burke,  in  his  fpeech  of  Feb- 
iSth,  1785.  The  prcfent  Board  of  Control  began  their  India  admini- 
ftration  by  expreflly  ordering  the  Nabob  to  difcharge  thefe  bonds,  and 
appointed  Paul  BenficU,  Efq,  their  agent,  to  compel  a  ftrift  and  prompt 
obedience  to  their  commands  :  this  exemplary  aft  «f  juftice  has  been 
univerfally  applauded  by  a  generous  uni  difcerniog  p \d>lic. 

*  A  fhort  cxtra£i  from  Mr.  Burke's  calumniating  fpeech  mufl  ex- 
cite the  indignation  of  every  reader  :  "  Every  one,"  fays  he,  "  but  to- 
"  lerably  converfant  in  India  affairs,  muft  know  that  the  exiftence  of 
«  this  little  kingdom  fTasjour]  depends  on  ks  control  aver  the  river 
«<  Cavcry.     The  wfe  of  this  river  is,  indeed,  at  length  given  to  the 

«<  Raj.ih, 
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V. 

Fain  would  my  raufe  the  worth  difplay 
Of  thofe  enioird  by  you  for  pay  ; 

But  Hill  they  foil  my  lays : 
Their  effigies,  by  Lanfdown  plac'd,* 
High  on  his  trees,  in  rural  tafte, 

Shall  long  record  their  praife. 


VI. 


<'  Rajah,  and  a  pow'er  provided  for  its  enjoyment  al  his  wivn  charge ; 
<•'  but  the  means  of  furnifliing  that,  (and  a  mighty  one  it  is)  are  wholly 
"  cut  otF.  This  nfe  of  the  wat«r,  which  ought  to  have  no  more  con- 
«'  neftioti  than  clouds,  and  rain,  and  funihine,  with  the  politics  of  the 
«'  Rajah,  the  Nabob,  and  the  Comfiany,  is  expreflly  contrived  as  a 
«  means  of  enforcing  demands  and  arrears  of  tribute." 

*  Mr.  Maclean,  it  is  confidently  faid,  transferred  to  hisefteemed  and 
beloved  patron,  the  Marquis  of  Lanfdown,  a  bond  of  2o,oool.  paded  by 
the  Nabob  to  him  : — to  honour  his  frie  id's  memory,  and  to  pay  a  com-, 
pliment  to  this  whole  aCTopiatrJ  band  of  honeft  creditors  and  virtuous 
citizenr,  the  Marquis  has  employed  an  eminent  ^rtifl  to  paint  their  effi- 
gies, and  to  fufpcnd  them  asorramcnts  in  his  wo-ds.  At  the  fame  time, 
I  am  happy  to  have  ai  opportunity  of  paying  my  fmall  tribute  of  ap- 
plaufe  to  this  diliingiiifhed  nobleman,  whofe  tdle,  public  fpirit,  and 
munificence  are  fo  univerfally  admired,  and  fo  juftly  celebrated.  Thii 
truly  Britifti  Statefman,  after  giving  peace  to  Europe,  refigncd  his  great 
employments,  to  the  infinite  regret  of  his  gracious  Sovereign,  and  the 
whole  kingdom.  In  his  literary,  rural,  and  philofopiiic  retirement,  at 
Bow-wood,  in  Soraerfctlhire,  near  Bnth,  he  enjoys  that  happinefs  which 
he  could  never  find  in  the  bultle  and  intrigues  of  courts.  -  Inter  Sylvai 
jicadtmi  quaerere  Verum,  feems  to  be  his  whole  purfuit,  and  the  only 
objcft  of  his  ambition.     His  houfo  is,  indeed,  a  perfeft  Academy  or 

I^vceum, 


VI. 
Around  the  throne,  this  grateful  band, 
In  Eaftern  fpoils  and  fplendour  ftand, 

And  on  their  Sov'reign  gaze  : 
The  Queen  with  fiiMles  benignant  ihineSj.  /- 

As  they  defcribe  theNizam's  mines, 

Where  vvond'rous  diamonds  blaze. 

VII. 

Tho'  Burke  and  Francis  may  fupply 
A  fpecious  tale,  or  fplendid  lye, 

You'll  vote  it  all  a  llory  : 
Like  Eden,  bloom  Rohilla-grovcs, 
Where  many  a  gallant  chieftain  roves, 

Anddreamsof  Railings'  glory. 

VIII. 
There  Rajahs  hang  confign'd  tt|  fate, 
For  Gentoo  Laws  are  out  of  date, 
Tho'  Nuncomar  exclaims !  * 

Since 
Lyceum,  frequented  by  the  mofl;  dWinguinied  philofophers,  ftatcfmcn, 
and  foldiers  of  the  age  ;  fuch  35  Mr.  Penn,  Dr.  Price,  Alderman  Town- 
fcend,  General  Paoli,  Dr.  Prieftly,  Colonel  Barre,  Sir  John  Jarvis,  K.  B. 
Madame,  or  Chevalier  D'Eon,  Mr.  Baring,  Mr.  Orde,  and  alfo  every 
foreigner  diftinguifbed  for  talents  or  ingenuity.  Monficur  Texier  and 
Monficur  Thiemet,  the  famous  ventriloquift,  fpeak  in  raptures  of  tho 
Marquis  of  Lanfdowne's  generofity  and  abilities.  ' 

♦  Perhaps  the  annals  of  mankind  do  not  exhibit  fuch  an  exemplary 
aa  of  jufticc,  as  the  execution  of  th?  Raj.ah  Nuncomar  ;  the  forgery, 

feu- 


[  "5  y 

Since  Tmpey,  righteous  Judge,  arofe 
And  our  fam'd  ^<!?'that  Ihieids  the  nofc, 
Proteds  foft  India's  dames.* 

XI. 

Yon  plundered  Begum,  too,  fhall  tell. 
How  at  her  feet  the  Hero  fell, 

for  which  he  fuffered  was  committed  nine  years  before  the  Britifh  law 
wasenacled,  and  the  law  itfdf  exprcflly  ftipulated  the  fiibfequent  period 
at  which  the  penal  laws  were  to  have  effe.S,  viz.  the  ift  of  Auguft,  1 774, 
But  Sir  Elijah  Impey  w^s  determined  to  convince  the  defperate,  profli- 
gate, and  rebellious  natives  of  Hindoftan,  that  neither  rank  rwr  dignity 
Hiould  fcreen  the  ginlty.  Thus,  in  hanging  Nuncomar  by  an  tx  poji 
faRo  law,  he  irapreiTed  a  falutary  terror  on  the  minds  of  the  Hindoos. 
Sir  Elijah  Impey  was  determined  to  convince  them,  that  they  could  cUe- 
rifh  no  hope  of  efcaping  condign  puni/hment  for  crimes  committed  after 
the  ift  of  Au-juft,  1774,  when  they  even  faw  the  Rajah,  or  Prince 
Nuncomar,  ignominioufly  executed  for  a  crime  committed  in  the  year 
1765.  Though  Sir  Elijah  lived  in  bitter  enmity  with  Mr.  Haflings  at  th« 
time,  yet  he  would  not  flop  the  courfe  of  juftice  to  gratify  his  refent- 
mcnt,  but  generoufly  adjudged  Nuncomar  to  death,  who  had  alledged 
trimcs  of  a  high  nature  againft  the  Governor  General. 

*  The  punifhment  for  adultery  is  fevere  aj^d  cruel  by  the  Gcnto» 
laws.  A  Hindoo,  who  had  difcovered  his  wife  intriguing  with  a  young 
writer  at  Calcutta,  treated  her  according  to  the  cuftom  of  the  country, 
viz.  firft  flitting  her  nofe  and  cars,  and  then  abandoning  her  to  difgracc 
and  infamy  :  the  lover,  juftly  irritated,  profecuted  the  Hindoo,  and  he 
was  condemned  to  be  hanged  on  the  Coventry  Ad.  His  pardon  was  ob- 
tained, with  great  difficulty,  by  the  prcfling  foUcitationt,  and  even  tear* 
•f  Mrs.  Haftings. 

H« 
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He  could  alone  appeafe  her :  * 
Sage  Thurlow  on  the  fa<fl  refines  ; 
And  Alexander,  Haftings  Ihines !  f  ^ 

And  Major  Scott — a  Caerar  !§ 

*  After  the  Nabob  of  Oude  had  robbed  and  plufvdered  his  mother  the 
Beg\im,  Mr.  Haftings,  by  his  irrefiftible  addrefs,  gentle  iiihnuations, 
and  almoit  tuomanljh  tenderncfs,  perfe(ft!y  convinced  her  that  no  other 
means  could  at  the  inftant  be  dcvifed  to  preferve  the  Britilh  empire  in 
India.  He  won  fq  pjuch  on  her  afic(ftioa$,  and  conciliated  her  fo  en- 
tirely to  his  fyflem  of  goverriment,  that  ihe  forgave  her  fon  the  Nabob, 
and  offered  Mr.  Hallings  a  molt  magnificent  and  valvia'ple  prefent. 

-}•  Lord  Thurlow  declared  in  the  Houfe  of  Lords,  in  his  panegyric^ 
oration  on  Mr-  Haftings,  that  of  al}  modern  heroes  he  moft  refembled 
Alexander  the  Great.  Indeed  his  treatment  of  the  Begum  brings  ftrong- 
ly  toour  recollection  Alexander's  behaviour  to  Daiius's  widow  in  (imilar 
circumftances.  The  eneinies  of  Rfr.  Haftings  affe£t  to  fay,  that  the 
refeniblance  between  him  and  Alexander  can  only  be  made  out  by  thp 
following  pafiage  from  Qvjimus  Curtius,  by  which  it  appears  thijt  th? 
Macedonian  hero  was  determined  to  exterrairtate  a  wiiole  people  becayfi: 
th?y  had  feified  his  favourite  horfe  ^lifephalys  : — "  Majore  ergo  quam 
*'.  dccebat,  ira  firaul  ac  dolgre  ftJHiulatus  equum  vdHgari  juflit ;  &  per 
**  interpretem  pronunciari  ne  reddidiftcat  nenjinem  eiu:  vi<£turnin."T:- 
This  malignant  infinuation  h^s  been  aheady  obviated  by  the  brillijitit 
eloquence  of  Mr.  Vanftttart,  who  proved,  to  the  entire- fatisfaction  of  3 
large  majority  of  the  Houfe,  that  the  Rohiilas  were  externtiuatefi,  tha^ 
is  tnajjucred,  merely  by  an  error  in  trai)(!ating  a  Perfian  word,  which 
bf^rs  both  fignifications.  Mr.  Vanfittart  charmed  the  Hqufe  by  hi? 
claflic  tafte,  in  an  apt  quotation  from  Sbgkefpeare  on  this  occafion  :-r: 
f  lago,"  faid  he,  "  jn  advifing  Roedrigo  to  affafFnate  Csffio,  tells  him 
"  he  muft  be  removed  ;  Rodcrigo,  furpvifcd,  ales  him  what  he  means  ) 
<i  Ij^o  anfwers;  Why,  to  rcmtve  him,  is  to  knock  his  brains  out." 

§  Major 
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X. 

Two  lacks ! — a  prefent  from  Cheyt  Siag  :* 
A  culprit's  oftering  to  a  King,  f 

Who  India's  empire  niled, 
Proclaim  the  foftnefs  of  his  heart ; 
For  tho'  he  fcorn'd  the  rebel's  art, 

He  kindly  took  his  gold,  j 


XI. 


§  Major  Scott  and  Julius  Cxfar  were  both  foldicrs  of  fortune  ;  and 
wrote  their  own  Commentaries  ; — the  Major's  ftile  in  a  Morning  Paper, 
in  jvoint  of  precifion  and  elegance,  is  ccnfelTedly  fuperior  to  Caefar's ; 
tfpecially  in  his  rthrrativebf  the  diamond. 

*  Mr  HaftJngs  accepted  two  lacks  of  rv^iees  (about  20,oool.)  from 
Cheyt  Sing  ;  at  the  very  time  he  had  fined  him  500,000!.  for  his  con- 
t»imacy  ar.d  rebellion.  This  is  an  illuftrious  proof  (among  many)  of 
the  generofity,  and  melting  goodnefs  of  his  heart; — though  in  his  pub- 
lic capacity  as  Governor  General,  he  was  obliged  to  be  inexorable  and 
fevere  ;  yet  as  Mr.  Haftings,  he  flill  found  the  happy  means  of  difplay- 
ing  his  humane,  mild  and  beneficent  difpofition,  which,  to  ufe  his  own 
words,  "  had  imprefled  all  perfnafions  of  men  with  a  fuperfiitious  be- 
«  lief,  that  a  fortunate  influence  direflcd  all  my  adions  to  their  dtftined 
"  ends  f  as  my  political  conduft  was  invariably  direfted  by  truth,  juf- 
"  ticc,,  and  good  faith."  "  Upon  mature  rcflecliou,"  fays  he,  "  I 
"  determined  neither  to  inform  the  Council  of  the  tr.anra<ftion,  nor  to' 
«  return  the  money  to  Sada-Niip.d,  (Cheyt  Sing's  minifter)  having 
**  once  confented  to  accept  it." — Minutes  of  Mr.  Haftings's  Defence, 
Charge  7. 

f  «<  If  he  (Cheyt  S'ng)  were  a  great  prince,  I,  (Warren  Hafting?, 
Efq.)  rcprefenting  his  Sovereign  (the  Court  of  Dircftors  and  Proprietorj 
in  Lcadenhall-ftreet)  might  fecm  a  great  king  !" Ditto. 

^  "  I  gradually  lowered  ray  demands  to  one  tho\ifand  horf^ ;  he  of- 
a  «  fcrei 
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^  XL 

O  Scotia's  pride,  thy  fine-turn'd  wit 

And  polifh'd  ftile  bewitches  Pitt,  i 

Wiih  every  grace  endu'd — 
Tho*  Fox,  or  his  malignant  friend. 
May  ineering  fay — how  fweetly  blend 
^     The  Proftitute  and  Prude. 

XII. 

Thro'  every  fhop,  Pitt's  praife  refounds, 
And  wafted  thro'  the  hawkers'  boiiads, 

From  every  JulUce  rings ! 
Ev'n  Bawds  applaud  him,  the'  he's  chaftc, 
Since  the  tax'd  irraid,  with  duteous  hafte, 

Her  virgin  treafure  brings. 

XJII. 

Britain  her  furplus  thanks  will  pay. 

To  him,  who  wipes  her  debts  away,        j 

And  fchemes  a  mild  Excife  ; 
Cheap  commutation  tea  (hall  fip, 
And  hail  his  name  with  wine-ting'd  lip, 

From  whom  fuch  bleffings  rife. 

"  fcicd  but  five  hundred.  My  patience  was  cxhauftcl  by  fuch  repcatfi 
"  afts  of  contumacy  ;  and  I  was  determined  to  convert  them  into  an. 
«  advantage  to  the  Company's  affairs."— —Ditto. 

XIV. 
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XIV. 
"Sir  Jofeph  chaunts  to  birth-day  tunes,* 
Scarps,  glacis,  horn-works  and  half-moons, 

And  Richmond's  triumph  fings ; 
Sir  George's  mufe  alone  h  ablef 
To  fltetch  his  fix  brick  towers  of  Babel, 

And  charm  the  beft  of  kings, 

XV. 

While  Kenyon's  confcience  makes  it  law, 
A  fcrutiny  may  faftion  awe, 

And  check  their  daring  choice  ; 
His  generous  blood  now  mounts  in  furj'. 
As  Loughbro'  coaxes  a  pack'd  jury 

To  fpeak  a  party's  voice. 

XVI. 
Mifs  in  her  teens — Pitt's  nod  obeys,  j 
Circaffia's  bloom  her  tribute  pays, 


And 


■  There  is  a  beautiful  propriety  in  his  Grace  of  Richmond's  choof- 
■ing  Sir  Jrjfcph  Mawbey  tc  celebrate  his  praifes;  a  certain  congeniality  of 
■feiitiment,  and /ympathciic  feelings  between  the  hcrp  and  the  poet,  are 
fufficiently  obvious. 

*  Sir  George  Howard,  K.  B.  celebrated  for  his  poetical  taknts  ;  he 
is  hkewife  an  excellent  horfe  officer,  and  a  gi'cat  favorite  with  his  royal 
mafler.  '^For  fix  brirk.  towers  upon  the  beach  between  South  Sea  Caf- 
"  tie  and  Cumberland  Fort,  330,0001." — Ordnance  Fortification  efti- 
mates  for  1786. 

*  A  poetico-politico  pcrfonification  of  the  Perfumery  Bill  ;  Mifs  iri 
her  Teens  Water,  is  one  ef  the  articles  of  luxury,  taxed  by  our  Im- 
.com  parable  young  il.-'.tcfman. 
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And  all  his  wiflies  meets ; 
Blufhing  with  rougcj  each  modefV  Grace, 
With  milk  of  rofes  from  King's-Placc, 

Entrance  him  in  their  fweets. 

XVII. 
For  Pitt,  Hibemia  tunes  her  lyre, 
Freedom  and  wealth  her  fong  infpire. 

Which  founds  from  fliore  to  fliore ; 
In  cotton  webs  Ihe  weaves  his  name, 
And  Wedgwood's  ware  fliall  fpreud  his  fame, 

Till  trade  fliall  be  no  more  . 

A    CONGRATULATORY    ODE. 

ADDRESSED     TO     THE     RIGHT     HON.     CHARLES     ]£!<*• 
KINSON,    ON    HIS    BEING    CREATED    LORD 

HAWKESBURY. 

Quern  verum  aut  heroa  lyra  vel  acri 
Tibia  fumes  celebrare,  Clio  ? 
Quem  Deum  ?  Cujus  recinct  jocofa 

Nomcn  imago  ?  HoR, 

JeNKY,  foryou  I'll  walce  the  lyre, 
Tho'  not  with  Laureat  Warton's  fire^" 

Your  hard-won  meed  to  grace  : 
Gay  was  your  air,  your  vifage  blithe, 
Unlefs  when  Fox  has  made  you  writhe, 

With  tortw'd  Marfyas'  face. 


No  more  you'll  dread  fuch  pointed  fnecrs, 
B\it  fafely  fkulk  amidft  your  Peers, 

And  flavilli  do6lrines  fpread  ; 
As  fome  iU-omen'd  baneful  yew 
That  fheds  around  a  poifonous  dew,   . 

And  fiiakes  its  rueful  head. 

Your  frozen  heart  ne'er  learn'd  to  glow 
At  other's  good,  nor  melt  at  woe ; 

Your  very  roof  is  chilling  ; 
There  bounty  never  fpreads  her  ray. 
You  e'en  (hut  out  the  light  of  day,* 

To  fave  a  paltry  (hilling. 

A  Prince,  by  fervile  knaves  addrefV, 
Ne'er  takes  a  Dempfter  to  his  breafr,^ 

Jack  Rob'fon  fer\-es  his  ends  ; 
Unrivall'd  flood  the  treach'rous  name, 
Till  envious  Eden  urg'd  his  claim, 

While  both  betray  their  friends, 

^  Mr,  Jenkinfon  exhibited  a  laudable  example  of  political  ecor.<iniT, 
by  fhutting  vip  feveral  of  his  windows  at  his  feat  near  Croydon,  on  the 
pafling  of  the  Commutation  Adl.  His  Majefty's  bon  mot  on  this  occb- 
fion  ihould  not  be  forgotten.  "  What,  what,  (faid  the  Royal  Jefter,)  da 
<<  my  fubjeifts  complain  of  ?  Jenky  tells  me  he  does  not  'pay  as  much 
<'  10  the  window  tax  as  he  did  before.  Why  then  don't  my  people  d^> 
*'  like  Jenky  i" 

Vol.  III.  G  Oa 
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On  whom  devolves  your  back-ftairs  cloak, 
When  prophet-like  "  you  mount  as  fmoke  ?  "* 

Muft  little  Powney  catch  it  ? 
But  as  'tis  rather  worfe  for  wear, 
Let  mighty  Bucks  take  fpecial  care 

To  brufli  it  well  and  patch  it. 

While  o'er  his  loyal  breaft  (o  true 
sQreat  G expands  the  ribband  blue, 

There— honor's  ilar  will  ihine  : 
ir  As  Rawdon  was  bold  Richmond's  Squire, 
To  inftall  a  Knight  fo  full  of  fire, 

—Let  Afton,  Bucks,  be  thine. 

Jenky,  purfue  Ambition's  tafk, 
The  King.will  give  whate'er  you  aflc, 

Nor  heed  the  frowns  of  Pitt : 
Tho'  proud  he'll  truckle  to  difgrace. 
By  feudal  meannefs  keep  his  place,  f 

And  turn  the  royal  fpit. 

*  A  beautiful  oriental  allufion  borrowed  from  Mr.  Haftings's  Ode. 
"  And  care  like  /moke  in  turbid  wreathes, 
«  Round  the  gay  ceiling  flies." 

^  FincMeld.— Co.  Effex. 

John  Campes  held  this  manor  of  King  Edward  III.  by  the  fervics 

4if /wrmV /;&«/>!■<  at  his  coro.iation—        ,   ,    „.  •  ,    rrr- 

*        •'^  Camden  s  Britannia — article  Eficx. 

With 


[     ^^3     ] 

With  faintly  Hill,  divide  your  gloiy,  ; 
No  true  King's  friend,  on  fuch  a  tory, 

The  peerage  door  will  fliut  i 
Canting,  he'll  fe^^^e  both  Church  and  Throne, 
And  make  the  Reverend  Bench  your  own, 

By  piety  and  frmit» 

Banks  at  his  fide,  demure  and  fly. 
Will  aptly  tell  a  fpecious  lye, 

Then  fpeed  th^  royal  fummons : 
He's  no  raw  novice  in  the  trade, 
His  honour's  now  a  battered  jade, 

Pitt  flung  it  to  the  Commons. 

While  Thurlow  damns  thcfe  cold  delays, 
Myfterious  diamonds  vainly  blaze. 
The  impending  vote  to  check  ; 

.  *  The  King  magnanimo\i(ly  refufed  to  create  either  Sir  RichaVi 
Hill,  or  Mr.  Banks,  Peers,  that  the  fiugular  honour  \x<iovrci  fokly  hf 
h-is  Majefty  might  be  more  confpicuous,  and  rhat  Mr.  Pitt's  humiliation 
might  no  longer  be  problematic.  Sir  Richird  had  compoCed  a  b'Mutifnl' 
facred  cantata  onthc  occafion,  dedicated  to  his  brother,  the  Rev..  Roh-- 
land  Hill  ; — the  firft  ftanza  alludes,  hy  an  ant  q-iotatton  'from  th?  'iS'-K 
Pfalra,  to  the  elevation  a«Ad  dignities  of  the  family  :•  '  ' 
"  Why  hop  fo  high,  ye  little  Hills," 
With  joy,  the  Lord's  anointed  fills; 

Let's  pray  with  one  accord  ! 
In  fleeplcfs  vifions  of  the  night, 
Jsforih's  cheek  I  fmote  with  all  my  ml^h'.. 
For  which  I'm  made  a  Lord,  *.c.  Lc 

G  2  '       K.  n. 
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K.  B.  and  Peer,  let  Haftings  fliine, 
Impey,  with  pride,  will  clofely  twin© 
The  collar  round  his  neck. 

Ennobling  thus  the  mean  and  bafe, 
Our  gracious  S 's  art  we  trace, 

Affair  d  by  fadlions  bold  ; 
So  preft,  great  Frederick  rofe  in  fame. 
On  pots  de  cbamhre   ftamp'd  his  name,* 

And  pewter  pafs'd  for  gold* 

Should  reftive  Sydney  keep  the  ieal, 
Jenky,  ftill  fiiew  official  zeal, 

Your  friend,  your  mafter  charm  ; 
Revive  aa  Anglo-Saxon  place, f 
Let  George's  feet  your  bofem  grace, 

Your  love  will  keep  them  warm. 

*  The  King  of  Pruflia  repleiiifhcd  his  exhauftcd  treafury  in  the  war 
•f  17-56,  by  a  coinage  of  pewter  ducats. 

+  «  Bcfides  the  twenty-four  officers  above  defcribed,  there  were  ele- 
ven others  of  confiderable  value  in  the  courts  of  the  ancient  Princes,  the 
moft  pcmarkable  of  which  was;  that  of  the  King's  feet-bearer ;  this  was 
a  young  gentleman,  whofe  duty  it  was  to  fit  on  the  floor,  with  his  back, 
owards  the  fire,  and  hold  the  King's  feet  in  his  bofom  all  the  time  hft 
tfat  at  table,  to  keep  them  warm  and  comfortable. — 

Legci  IVallicae — p.  58. 
llinrfs  U'tfiorytf  Gnat  B'itMn—w.  i.  p.  i-75' 
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A    PINDARIC    ODE, 

Strophe  the  Firfi. 

WhENC  E  upon  the  dazzled  fight 
Beams  the  ftrong  reflefted  light  ? 
Whence  proceed  thofe  lucid  rays^ 
That  on  the  bard's  rapt  fancy  blaze  ? 
It  is  !  it  is ! — the  well  known  Bulj'ti 
Sent  to  feel  the  Royal  pulfe— 

To  fire  the  poet's  brain. 

To  call  his  ardent  ftrain ; 
And  tune  his  honour'd  lyre 
To  mortal  lays— that  never  fhall  expire, 
The  while  it  flieds  its  luftre  o'er  the  cheek  of  Night. 

Antljlrophe  the  Firfi. 
Hail,  brighteft  gem  of  orient  birth  I 
.  "     Happieft  produce  of  the  earth  ! 

Yet  happier,  brighter  far  thy  prefent  ftate  3 

Doom'd  to  charm  a  monarch's  eye. 
Who  aided  by  the  magnifying  power 

Another  Herfchel ! — can  efpy 
In  Haftings'  conduft  all  that's  good  and  great, 
Whilft  viewing  thoe 
With  ceafelefs  glee. 
In  folitude  he  fpends  the  grateful  hour. 

G  J  Epo^i 
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Epo^e  the  Firjt, 

Yet  arc  not  thy  charms  confin'd 
To  royal  George's  eye  or  mind, 
Thou  TaUfman  of  more  than  magic  force ; 
Forpeerlefs  Jenky* — back-ftair  wight, 
Anxious  to  behold  thy  light. 

Gently  creeping, 

Slily  peeping, 
In  pradic'd  paces  to  the  clofet  Hole. 
Propitious  Fate  in  time  direift  his  courfe— - 
The  monarch  to  his  favorite's  fight 
Difpiays  thy  charms,  and  agitates  liis  foul* 

Strophe  the  Second* 
Swift  his  fancy  onward  flies, 
Like  meteors  through  the  flcies ; 
And  to  thy  native  fpot  his  vilion  bears. 

Their  fhapes  a  different-form  aflume,— 
Imaginary  harvefts  bloom. 
And  war's  loud  tumults  feem — the  Mufic  of  the  Spheres. 
The  "  OpprelTor's  wrong" — the  Matron's  woe— 
The  Virgin's  tears — fell  Rapine's  blow— 
The  facred  Robe  of  Juftice  all  conceals, 
Whilft  o'er  each  fenfe  thy  wond'rous  radiance  ftcals. 

*  The  hypercritical  reader  may  perhaps  think,  this  appellation  fomc- 
what  beneath  the  dignity  of  the  ode  ;  but  as  in  our  opinion,  there  is  as 
little  honour  in  another  name,  %yc  have  chofcn  that  by  which  the  party 
is  bcft  known. 

Ecftatic 
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Ecftatic  dreams  his  foul  polFefled, 

For  lo  !  there  fhinss  upon  his  breaft 
A  Star  ideal  of  thy  fragments  made, 

When  by  the  artift's  cautious  hand, 

At  fovereign  G— — — 's  dread  command, 
Thy  polifli'd  worth  is  to  the  world  difplay'd.- 

Antijlrophe  the  Second. 

Hence  refults  the  mighty  change — 
Hence  his  glowing  fancy  burns — 
And  hence  his  thoughts  with  wond'rous  range, 
O'er  Peers  and  Commoners  revolve  by  turns. 
He  fees  thejjueni,  placid  Sydney,  bow, 

And  looks  to y^^/V«/ Carmarthen's  aid — 
Perufes  Lanfdown's  dark  ambiguous  brow— 

And  as  a  favorite  is  the  B p*s  G — 

To  Canterbury  gives  the  nod, 
And  fees  the  w/zr^^/corps  with  pliant  hafte  arrayed,- 
Then  backward  bids  obedient  memory  run. 
To  view  the  Major's  fond  affiduous  pains. 

And  mark  the  mighty  things  he  would  have  done, 
If  niggard  nature  had  b\it  given  him — brains . 
Pity  dropping  from  his  eyes, 
Nichols  next  he  fees  arife. 
Dull  '*-as  the  weed  that  roots  on  Lethe's  (here ;" 
And  Burgefs,  with  complacent  grin, 
Still  th'  eternal  nonfenfe  fpin, 

G  4  And 
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And  rival  *  Campbell  in  fomnific  power, 
Whilft  fage  .Macdonald  martyrs  Haftings'  caiifc, 
And  owls  exulting  hoot  the  fit  applaufe. 

Epotie  the  fecond. 
In  ecilacy,  thus  Jenky's  foul, 
Rang'd  thro'  the  circle  of  his  power, 
Whilft  the  monarch's  optics  roll, 
And  fix  alternate  on  the  gem. 
Fated  to  grace  his  diadem, 
With  fplendor  eaftern  f  Nizams  never  knevr. 

With  brilliance  to  make  german  coufins  ftare, 
And"  light  each  fcene  from  Buckingham  to  Kcw.— 
When  juftice  from  her  fphere  defcending, 
Majefty  with  anger  blending, 
Appeared  before  the  contemplative  pair, 
At  her  approach,  the  gem  no  longer  bright, 
Dimni'd  by  fuperior  radiance,  falls  unfeen, 
The  monarch  looked  a  broader  flare, 
A  fallow  palenefs  mark'd  the  favorite's  fright. 
And  flern  coHviftion  chafed  them  from  the  fcene. 

*  The  prefcnt  L —  A——  of  Scotland,  a  gentleman  as  remarkable 
'or  political  acumen,  as  his  predeceffor  has  been  {ox  midcjl  (onjijlaicy; 
and  who  fomctimcs  a£lually  cfcapcs  without  difapprobation  of  the  H— 
of  C becaufe  he  is  not  beard. 

-f-  When  the  celebrated  fubjeil  of  this  ode  was  firft  prefcnted,  fomc 
ingenious  gentlemen  feigned  that  it  came  from  the  Niram  of  the  De- 
can  ;  but  this  nuift  have  been  »  falihood,  for  it  was  nt-vtr  bclkvcJ  at 
court,         « 

THE 
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THE       STATESMEN:* 

AN      ECLOGUE. 
LAKSDOWiNE. 

vVHILE  on  the  Tieafury-Bench  you,  P/?/,  recline^ 
And  make  men  wonder  at  each  vaft  defign  ; 
I,  haplel's  man,  my  harfher  fate  deplore, 
Ordain'd  to  view  the  regal  face  no  more ; 
That  face  which  erft  on  me  with  rapture  glow'd,  5. 

And  fmiies  refponfive  to  my  fmiles  beftow'd  : 
But  now  the  Court  I  leave,  my  native  home, 
•'  Abanifli'd  man,  condemn'd  in  woods  to  roam  ;'* 
While  you  to  fenates,  Bmft/kvick's  mandates  give, 
And  teach  white-wands  to  chaunt  his  high  prerogative^  10 

FITT»    , 

Oh!  Lanfdovjncy  'twas  a  more  than  mortal  pow'r 
My  fate  controul'd,  in  that  aufpicious  hour, 

*  Tht  Statcfmm. — It  v  ill  be  unneccffarj'  to  inform  the  daflical  rea-kt*, 
that  this  Eclogue  evidently  commences  as  an  imitation  of  the  tft  of  Vir- 
gil— the  Author,  however,  with  a  boidnefs  peifeflly  charAiSerifiic  (jf 
the  perfonagcs  he  was  to  rcprefent,  has,  in  the  progrefs  of  this  work, 
Cirefaily  avoided  every  thing  like  a  too  clufe  r.dherc:^.ce  to  his  oii^^inal 
defign. 

Line  8. —  A  hamfit  d  inan,  &r.]  Vide  the  n.^lc  ManjuL's  c«ls- 
braceJ  fpcech,  on  the  no  lefs  celebrated  IriJhi  Propofitions. 

'  G  5  Wlien 
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When  Temple  deign'd  the  dread  decree  to  bring, 

Andftammer'd  o\\Xt)\e  Jirman  of  the  King: 

That  power  I'll  worfliip  as  my  houfehold  god,  i^ 

Shrink  at  his  frown,  and  bow  beneath  his  nod ; 

At  every  feaft  his  prefence  I'll  invoke, 

For  him  my  kitchen  fires  fliall  ever  fmoke  ; 

Not  mighty  Hqfilngs,  whofe  illuftrious  breath 

Can  bid  a  Rajah  live,  or  give  him  death,  20 

Though  back'd  by  &<?//,  hy  £ar-ivcl/y  Pali,  and  all 

The  fable  fquadron  fcowling  from  Bengal ; 

Not  the  bold  chieftain  of  the  tribe  oi  Phipfs, 

Whofe  head  is  fcarce  lefs  handfome  than  his  fliip's  ; 

Not  bare-breech'd  Graham^  nor  bare-witted  RoJ'c^        a,  5 

Nor  iht  great  Lavjyer  with  the   little  Nofe  ; 

Line  14. — ^nd  famtnet'd  out  the  Jirman,  &c.]  When  a  languagf 
happens  to  be  deficient  in  a  word  to  exprefs  a  particular  idea,  it  has  been 
ever  cuftorofry  to  borrow  one  from  fome  good-natured  neighbour,  who 
may  happen  to  be  more  liberally  furnilhed.  Our  author,  unfortu- 
nately, could  find  no  ration  nearer  than  Turkey,  that  was  able  to  fupply 
him  witK  an  exp reffion  perfectly  appofite  to  the  fentiment  intended  to  be 
here  conveyed. 

Line  25. — Net  barc-breccU d  Grabam.'j  His  Lordflnip,  fome  time 
jfincc,  brought  in  a  bill  to  relieve  his  countrymen  from  thofe  habilimenf^, 
■which  in  England  arc  deemed  a  necelTary  appendage  to  decorum,  buj 
among  our  more  northern  brethren  are  confidered  as  a  degrading  fhackle 
v.pon  natural  liberty.  Perhaps,  as  the  noble  Lord  was  then  on  the 
point  of  marriage^  he  might  intend  this  offering  of  his  oflmafj^llaf  as 
an  ekgant  compliment  to  Hymen. 

Not 
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Not  even  FHUersieM  fhall  welcome  be, 
To  dine  fo  oft,  or  dine  fo  Well  as  he, 

LANSDOWNE. 

Think  not  thefe  fighs  denote  one  thought  unkind. 

Wonder,  not  Envy,  occupies  my  mind  ;  30 

For  well  I  wot  on  that  unhappy  day, 

When  Britain  mourn'd  an  empire  giv'n  away  ; 

When  rude  impeachments  menac'd  from  afar, 

And  what  gave  peace  to  France — to  us  was  war  ; 

For  awful  vengeance  Heav'n  appear'd  to  call^  3-5 

And  agonizing  Nature  mark'd  our  fall. 

Dire  change !  Dundas''i  cheek  with  bluflaes  glow'd, 

Grcnvillev^-^iS,  dumb,  Mahon  no  frenzy  (how'd; 

Though  Drake  harangu'd,  no  flumber  Gilbert  fear'd. 

And  Mulgrave^  mouth  like  other  mouths  appear'd.     4* 

In  vain  had  Bellamy  prepared  the  meat ; 

In  vain  the  porter — B amber  could  not  eat ; 

When  Burke  arofe,  no  yell  the  curs  began. 

And  Rolle^  for  once,  half  feem'da  gentleman  : 

Then  name  this  god,   for  to  St.  James^  Court,  45 

Nor  gods  nor, angels  often  make  refort. 

PITT. 

In  early  youth  mifled  by  Honour's  rules, 
Tliat  fancied  Deity  of  dreaming  fools, 
I  fuuply  thought,  forgive  the  rafli  miltake, 
That  Kings  fliould  govern  for  their  People's  fake  :       50 
G  6  Eut 
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But  Reverend  Jetiiy  foon  thefe  thoughts  fuppreil. 

And  drove  the  glittering  phantom  from  my  breaft  ; 

Jenhy  !  that  fage,  whom  mighty  George  declares, 

Next  ScJj-u:eUenbergen^  great  on  the  back  ftairs  : 

'Tvvas  Jcnk'mfon — ^}'e Deacons  catch  the  found!  5^ 

Ye  Treafury  fcribes  th=  facred  name  rebound  I 

Ye  pages  fmg  it — echo  it,  ye  Peers ! 

And  ye  who  beft  repeat,  Right  Reverend  Seera ! 

Whofe  pious  tongues  no  wavering  fancies  fway, 

But  like  the  needle  ever  point  one  way.  60 

LANSDOWNE. 

Thrice  happy  youth  !  fecure  from  every  change, 
Thy  beafts  unnumber'd,  'mid  the  Commons  range  ; 
While  thou,  by  Jove\  aetherial  fpirit  fir'd,  » 

Or  by  fweet  Brunfiuick^s  fweeter  breath  infpir'd, 
Another  Or//^^».f,  ever}' bofom  cheer,  65 

And  flicks,  and  flocks,  andftones  vo^x  hear  !  hear  !  hear! 

Line  51. — But  Reverend  yenky.'^  Our  author  here,  in  fome  mea- 
fure  deviating  from  his  ufual  pcrfpiciiity,  has  left  us  in  doubt  whether 
the  term  Reverend  is  applied  to  the  years  or  to  the  profcflion  of  the  gen- 
tleman intended  to  be  complimented.  His  long  experience  in  the  fecrets 
of  the  Critical  Review  and  Buckingham  Houfe  would  well  juftify  the 
former  fuppofition  ;  yet  his  early  admiffion  into  Deacon's  Orders  will 
equally  fupport  the  latter  :  our  readers  therefore  muft  decide,  while  we 
can  only  fincerely  exult  in  his  Majefty's  enjoyment  of  a  man,  whofe 
whole  pious  life  has  been  fpent  in  fuftainitig  that  beautiful  and  pathetic 
iiijun<flion  of  fcripturc,  "  Serve  God,  and  honour  the  King." 
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Rais'd  by  the  pipe  the  favage  tribes  advance, 

And  Bulls  and  Bears  in  myftic  mazes  dance  r 

For  me  no  cattle  now  my  fteps  attend, 

Ev\-i  Price  and  Pnejily,  wearied,  fcorn  their  friend';    70 

And  thefe  twin  fliarers  of  my  feilive  board, 

Hope  of  my  flock,  now  feek  fome  richer  Lord^ 

PITT.  "* 

Sooner  fliall  Effingham  clean  linen  wear, 

Or  Mornhigton  without  his  ftar  appear; 

Sooner  each  prifonerj5z^//tr's  law  efcape;  J^ 

Sooner  fliall  ^jieenjberry  commit  a  rape  ; 

Sooner  fliall  Povjney^  Hozvard^s  noddle  reach  ;  > 

Sooner  fliall  Thurlo'vj  hear  his  brother  preach  j 

Soon^avith  Fejlris^  Booth  fliall  contend  ; 

Sooner  fliall  Eden  not  betray  his  friend  ;  So 

Sooner  Dundas  an  Indian  bribe  decline ; 

Sooner  fliall  I  my  chaft;ity  relign  ; 

Sooner  fliall  RoJ'e  than  Prettyman  lie  fafter, 

ThanP///  /brget  that  Jenkinfon'%  his  mafter. 

Line  ']o.-— And  Bulls  and  Bears  in  myji'ic  maxes  dance.l  The  beauti- 
ful allufion  here  made  to  that  glorious  llate  of  doubt  and  obfcun'ty, 
in  which  our  yovithful  Minifter's  meafures  have  been  invariably  in- 
volved, with  its  confcquent  operations  on  the  ftockholders,  is  here  moft 
fortunately  introduced. — What  a  ftriking  contraft  does  Mr.  Pitt's  con- 
iud,  in  this  particular,  form  to  that  of  the  Duke  cif  Portland,  Mr. 
Fox,  and  your  other  f  Lin  matter  of  faS  men! 

Line  83 — Sooner  pall  Roje  than  Prettyman  He  faJierJ]  This  beault- 
ful  compliment  to  the  happy  art  of  ejnbelliJhnient;  fo  wonderfully  pof- 

frffc 


t    134   ] 

XANSDOVVNE. 

Yet  oft  in  times  of  yore  I've  feen  thee  ftand, 

Like  a  tall  May-pole,  'mid  the  patriot  band  ; 

While  with  reforms  you  tried  each  baneful  art, 

To  wring  frefli  forrows  from  your  Sovereign's  heart ; 

That  heart,  where  every  virtuous  thought  is  known, 

But  modeftly  looks  up  and  keeps  them  all  his  own.        90 

PITT. 

'Tvvas  then  that  P/V/,  for  youth  fuch  warmth  allows, 

'fo  wanton  Freedom  paid  his  amorous  vows  j 

LuU'd  by  her  fmiles,  each  offer  I  withftood, 

And  thought  thegreateft  blifs  my  country's  good. 

*Twas  pride,  not  paffion,  madden'd  in  my  brain  :         95 

I  wifti'd  to  rival  Fox,  but  wifli'd  in  vain  ; 

FoXf  the  dear  obje6t  of  bright  Freedom's  care, 

Foxy  ftill  the  favorite  of  the  Britijh  fair  j 

But  while  with  wanton  arts  the  fyren  ftrovc 

To  fix  my  heart,  and  v/ile  me  to  her  love  ; 

Too  foon  I  found  my  hafty  choice  to  blame, 

—Freedom  and  Poverty  are  ftill  the  fame — 

While  piles  of  mafly  gold  his  coffers  fill, 

Who  votes  fubfervient  to  his  Sovereign's  will. 

{cITed  by  this  par  n-Jjia  Jratrum,  merits  our  wavmeft  applaufe ;  and  th« 
fltill  of  our  avithor  no  where  appears  more  ccnfpiciious  than  in  this  line, 
where,  in  rcfufing  to  give  to  either  the  prc-emineuce,  he  bcftows  the 
B»-  (lui  nltr*  of  excellence  on  both. 

lANS- 
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LANSDOWNE. 

Eno\igh,  break  off — on  Richmond  I  muft  wait  j 

And  Debbieg  too  will  think  I  flay  too  late  ; 

Yet  ere  1  go  fome  friendly  aid  I'd  prove, 

The  laft  iiid  tribute  of  a  mafter's  love. 

In  that  famed  college  where  true  wifdom's  found, 

For  Machiavellan  policy  renown'd,  I  lo 

The  pious  pallors  firft  fill'd  LanfJo^ivnch  mind, 

With  all  the  lore  for  Minifters  defign'd  ; 

Then  mark  my  words,  and  foonthofe  feers  fiiall  fee 

Their  famed  Ignatius  far  outdone  in  thee. — 

In  every  aftion  of  your  life  be  fliown,  '     115 

You  think  the  world  was  made  for  yoii  alone  j 

With  cautious  eye  each  charadler  furvey, 

Woo  to  deceive,  and  promife  to  betray ; 

Let  no  ra{h  paffion  Caution's  bounds  dellroy, 

And  ah!  no  more  appear  "  The  Angry  Boy  /'*  lao 

PITT. 

\''et  flay — Behold  the  Heav'ns  begin  to  lour. 
And  Holland ihxQzltn^  with  a  thunder  fliow'r  ; 
With  me  partake  the  feafl,  on  this  green  box, 
Full  fraught  with  many  a  feafl  for  faftious  Fox ; 
Each  fapient  hint  that  pious  Pr^-z/y  gleans,  125 

And  the  huge  bulk  of  Ro/c's  Ways  and  Means  ; 
See  too  the  fmoaky  citizens  approach, 
Piled  with  petitions  view  their  Lord  Mayor's  coach  ; 
Ev'n  now  their  lengthen'd  fliadows  reach  this  floor, 
Oh !  that  d — <i^o/>  tcx — Aubrey^  fliut  the  door  !         130 

.C  A  M- 
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CAMBRIDGE   TRIUMPHANT. 

wN  Clare-hall  Piece,    \vbile   groups   of  gown's  men 

-moum'd 
Oxford  twice  vifited,  and  Granta  fcoru'd  ; 
Prophetic  Cam  above  his  mud  appear' d. 
And  thus  the  fadly-penfive  Pittites  cheer'd  : 

*'.Why  droop  my  Sons,  tho'  deftia'd  not  to  fhare" 
The  envied  prefence  of  the  Royal  pair  ? 
Let  the  good  Monarch,  en  famiile,  repeat 
His  eager  journies  to  your  rival's  feat : 
Hear  Chrift-Church  bells,  and  Tom's  tremendous  found, 
Still  wond'rous  pleas'd  to  tread  on  Tory  ground  j 
De  ente  quolibet,  with  Pedants  chat, 
While  crouds  grow  Loyal,  charm'd  with  what  ?  What, 

what  ? 
Yet,  fay,  what  prize  can  either  Vice-Can  boaft. 
What  has  not  Dennis  gain'd,  or  Chapman  loft  ? 
Need  the  proud  Dean  his  abfence  much  regret, 
Or  grudge  the  honour  that  devolv'd  on  Pett  ? 
Ye  gaping  Chiefs  of  Collfege,  or  of  Hall !" 
Can  he  who  dubs  three  Knights,  confer  one  Stall  ? 
Deans,  Prebendaries,  Prelates — all  arc  Pitt's — 
Pitt's  all  our  own,  and  George  to  Pitt  fubmits. 

Fir'd  with  the  glories  of  our  brighter  days, 
In  ftrains  of  triaimph  my  glad  voice  I  raife  j 

Ceafe 
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Ccafc  then  to  grieve  that  Ills,  wifer  grown) 

Forfakes  her  Stuart's  for  a  Brunlvvick's  throne  I 

Though  Brunfwick's  felf  prefide  in  North's  high  feat^ 

With  troops  of  fcarlet  Doftors  at  his  feet : 

Little  avails  this  vain  parade  of  Courts, 

While  Pitt,  like  Pelham,  his  lov'd  Cam  fupports, 

Pafs'd  are  the  times  when  Bute,  to  Whigs  unjufl, 

Taught  the  young  King  his  High-church  friends  totruft  t 

Then  many  a  Mitre  grac'd  an  Oxford  Cjown, 

And  Cambridge  bow'd  to  dunces — ^not  her  own. 

Blcft  be  the  man  !  or  rather  bleft  the  boy ! 
Our  Pembroke's  pride,  of  Prettyman  the  joy  ! 
While  George  to  him  deputes  his  Sovereign  powers. 
The  richeft  crop  of  Canonries  is  ours. 
See  !  from  my  womb,  a  race  prolific  fpring,. 
Tnie  to  their  God — as  loyal  to  their  King  ! 
Paleys,  like  Price  and  Prieftly,  ihall  difpute, 
And  graft  a  Commonwealth  on  Whiggifli  root. 
The  tide  of  Court  rewards  flialLnever  ebb, 
Lavifh'd  by  Pitt  on  each  reforming  Jebb  :. 
Taught  to  inflame  a  mob,  or  Verb  to  twift, 
Home  Tooke  fliall  ceafe  to  mourn  preferment  mift. 
From  Parley's  fliade  recall'd  to  grace  Saint  John's, 
And  future  Bradfliaws'  rear  amongft  herfons; 
Mafon,  exalted  for  heroic  lays. 
Shall  kifs  the  Royal  hand  he  loves  to  praife  : 
Lindfays  and  Wakefields,  once  a  fqueamifli  tribe, 
Shall  lc«rn  from  prudent  Wilfon  to  fubfcribe ; 

Bol4 
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Bold  W — tf— n  ftiall  exhibit  chymic  tricks, 
STiill'd  gofpel-milk  with  pois'nor.s  drugs  to  mix- 
Ex  Cathedra — at  orthmloxy  laugh, 
And  mount  to  Lambeth  from  decay'd  Landaif. 

But  chief,  O  L w,  to  thee  be  honours  paid  ! 

Well  fi(^8  the  Mitre  on  thy  hoary  head  : 
Wonder  of  Bifliops !  ftiikpurfue  thy  plan, 
Man  to  a  brute — and  God  degrade  to  man. 
How  can  1  count  tiie  labours  of  thy  life  ? 
Witli  Creeds  and  Articles  at  conftant  ftrife  ; 
With  Blackburne  leagued,  in  many  a  motley  page> 
Immortal  war  with  INIother  Church  to  wage ; 
Each  fence  that  guards  her  altar  to  pull  down, 
And  tack  Genevans  cloak  to  Prelate's  gown^ 
Nor  here  thy  zeal  for  comprehenfion  ends, 
Jews,  Deifts,  Muflelmen,  thy  love  befriends, 
Blends  Chrift  and  Belial  at  one  facred  table—— 
Delightful  mafs  of  an  united  Babel ! 

O  !  envied  change !  when,  freed  from  faith's  ftri£t  rule*, 
Law's  latitude  of  do6lrine  guides  my  Schools  !. 
When,  benetic'd  by  Pitt's  all-powerful  hand, 
Socinian  preachers  fwarm  throughout  the  land ! 
Paul's  myfteries,  when  each  wrangler  difbelieves, 
And  Humes  andGibbonfes  may  wear  lawn-fleeves !" 

He  fpoke — all  nod  aflent — ^The  Senate  met — 
And  vote  a  warm  Addrefs  for  next  Gazette. 

PASQUIN. 

.    A    PE- 
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'    A    PETITE    DRAMA!!! 

riTT   AND    WILLIAM    GKENVILLE,     THE    SPEAKER. 
PITT. 

What  longuelefs  blocks  were  they  ?  wou'd  they  not 

fpeak  ? 
Say,  will  not  Beachcroft  and  his  brethren  come  ? 

w.  G. 

Beachcroft  is  near  at  hand ;  intend  fome  fear } 
Be  not  you  fpoke  with  but  by  mighty  fuit, 
And  look  you,  get  a  law-book  in  your  hand. 
And  ftand  'twixt  Kenyon  and  the  Chancellor ; 
For  on  tliat  ground  I'll  make  a  long  defcant. 
And  be  not  eafily  won  to  our  requeft— — — 
play  the  maids'  part,— ftill  anfwer  Nay  and  take  it, 

PITT. 

I  go — and  if  for  Beachcroft  you  can  fay 

As  much,  as  I  for  thee  when  chofen  Speaker, 

No  doubt  we'll  brmg  it  to  a  happy  iflue.         \^Exlt  Pitt, 

Go,  goto  Rofe's  room  j  'tis  Beachcroft  knocks. 

Enter  Beachcroft  and  Citizens, 
Welcome,  my  friends — I  dance  attendance  here  ; 
I  think  IVill  Pitt  will  not  be  fpoke  withal. 

EnUf 
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Ejiter  Rose. 
Good  Rofe,  what  fays  your  mafter  to  my  fuit  ? 

Rose. 
He  doth  entreat  the  newly  chofen  Speaker 
To  vifit  him  to-morrow  or  the  next  dav  -, 
He  now  with  two  prerogative  grave  lawyers, 
Is  bent  on  framing  a  new  conftitution  j 
And  in  no  wanton  fuits  would  he  be  moved, 
To  draw  him  from  his  felf-dcnyingfchemei* 

W.    G. 

Return,  good  Rofe,  to  th'  unafpiring  youth. 
Tell  him  the  Cits,  with  Beachcroft  and  mylelf. 
In  deep  defigns,  in  matter  of  great  moment  ; 
No  lefs  importing  than  the  Address  of  Thanks, 
Are  come  to  court  the  minifterial  fmiles. 

rose. 
I'll  fignify  fo  much  uiito  him  ftraight.  [Exit  Roff, 

w.  G. 
Ah,  ah,  Beachcroft !  this  youth  is  not  abandoned. 
He  is  not  lolling  on  a  lewd-love  bed. 
But  ftudying  the  new  Conftitution  ; 
Not  dallying  with  a  brace  of  courtezans,. 
But  mooting  cafes  with  two  counfellors  ; 
Not  fleeping  to  engrofs  his  meagre  body^ 
But  plotting  to  enrich  his  empty  purfe. 

Happjr 
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Happy  for  England,  wou'd  this  virtuous  youtU 
Take  on  himfelf  the  Sovereignty  thereof ! 
But  fure  I  fear  we  fliall  not  win  hira  to  it, 

BEACHCROFT. 

Marry  ;  God  Ihield  our  Pitt  fliou'd  fay  us  nay, 

w.   G. 
I  fear  he  will — Lo !  here  Rofe  comes  again. 

Enter  Rose. 
Good  Rofe,  what  fays  the  Minifter  ? 

rose. 
He  wonders  to  what  end  you  have  afTembled 
So  few  and  feeble-hearted  Citizens ; 
Grenville  !  he  fears  you  mean  no  good  to  him. 

w.    G. 
Sorry  I  am,  my  virtuous  coufin  flion'd 
Sufpeft  me  that  I  mean  no  good  to  him. 
And  fo,  once  more,  return  and  tell  him  fo  ;  {Exit Rofe, 
"When  patriotic  minifterial  men 
Are  in  their  clofet,  who  can  draw  them  thence 
From  contemplation  of  their  righteous  plans } 

Enter  Pitt   hetvjeen  Thurlow   and  Camden,— 
Rose  following, 

BEACHCROFT. 

9tt  where  Will  Pitt  betwixt  two  lawyers  ftands. 
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w.  G.    the  Speaker, 
Two  props  of  virtue  for  a  Minifter, 
To  ftay  a  while  th'  fall  of  the  Treafury  ; 
And  fee  !  a  crabbed  law-book  in  his  hand ! 
Famous  young  demagogue  !  moft  gracious  Prince, 
l^nd  favourable  ear  to  our  requefts. 

PITT.       - 

Beachcroft,  there  needs  no  fuch  apology  ; 

I  do  befeech  you,  Sir,  to  pardon  me, 

Who,  earneft  in  the  fervice  of  my  King, 

Defer  too  quick  difmiffion  of  my  friends ; 

But  leaving  this,  what  is  my  Grenville's  pleafure  ? 

w.   G. 
Ev'n  that,  I  hope,  which  Parliament  approves, 
And  all  good  men  of  this  ungovern'd  ifle. 

PITT. 

I  do  fufpeft  I  have  done  fome  offence, 
Tliat  feems  difgracious  in  the  City's  eye. 

W.    G. 

You  have,  indeed;  would  it  might  pleafe  you,  Sir, 
On  our  entreaties  to  amend  your  fault. 

PITT. 

Etfe  wherefore  fit  I  on  the  Treafury  bench  ? 


\V.  G. 
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w.  G.    Speaker, 
Know,  then,  it  is  your  fault  that  you  refiga 
The  fupreme  feat,  the  throne  majeftical, 
The  fcepterM  office  which  you've  earn'd  fo  well, 
To  a  defcendaat  of  the  Brunfvjuk  ftock ; 
This  noble  ifle  doth  want  her  proper  limbs, 
Andalmoftftioulder'd  in  the  fwallovving.  gulph 
Of  dark  forgetfulnefs  and  deep  oblivion, 
Which  to  re-cure,  we  heartily  folicit 
Your  gracious  felf,  to  take  on  you  the  charge. 
And  kingly  government  of  this  your  land  ; 
Not  as  proteftor,  fteward,  or  fubftitute. 
Or  lowly  facftor  for  another's  gain  ; 
But  as  your  right,  your  empery,  your  own  j 
For  this  conforted  with  the  citizens 
In  their  juft  fuit,  I  come  to  move  your  Grace. 

PITT. 

1  cannot  tell,  if  to  depart  in  faience, 
Or  bitterly  to  fpeak  in  your  reproof, 
Beft  fitteth  my  degree,  or  your  condition  : 
For  not  to  anfwer,  you  might  haply  think 
Tongue-tied  ambition ;  not  replying,  yielded 
To  bear  the  golden  yoke  of  fovereignty, 
Which  fondly  you  wou'd  here  impofe  on  me. 
If  to  reprove  you  for  this  fuit  of  yours, 
So  feafon'd  with  your  faithful  love  to  me  ; 
Then,  on  the  other  fide,  I  check'd  my  friend  j 
Therefore  to  fpeak,  and  to  avoid  the  firft, 
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And  then  in  ipeaking  not  incur  the  lafi: 

Definitively,  thus  I  anfvver  you  : 

Your  love  deferves  my  thanks,  but  my  defert 

Unmeritable,  fhuns  your  high  requeft  : 

Firft,  if  allobftacles  were  cut  away. 

And  that  my  path  were  even  to  the-  Crown, 

As  the  ripe  revenue  and  due  of  birth ; 

Yet  fo  much  is  my  poverty  of  fpirit. 

So  mighty,  and  fo  many  ray  defers. 

That  I  wou'd  rather  hide  me  from  my  greatnefs, 

Than  in  my  greatnefs  covet  to  be  hid, 

And  in  the  vapour  of  my  glory  fmother'd. 

But,  God  be  thankM,  there  is  no  need  of  me. 

And  much  I  need  to  help  you,  were  there  need. 

The  Royal  tree  hath  left  us  Royal  fruit. 

Which,  mellow'd  by  the  ftealing  hours  of  Time, 

Will  well  become  the  feat  of  Majefty, 

And  make  us,  doubtlefs,  happy  by  his  reign. 

On  him  I  lay  what  you  wou'ci  lay  on  me. 

The  right  and  fortune  of  his  happy  flars, 

Which  God  defend  that  I  Ihou'd  wring  from  him, 

w.   G. 
Coufin,  this  argries  confcience  in  the  mind. 
But  the  refpeifts  thereof  are  nice  and  trivial : 
Then,  modeft  Cuz,  take  to  your  Royal  felf 
This  proffer 'd  benefit  of  dignity  ! 


»EACK- 
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EEACHCROFT. 

Do,  gracious  youth,  youf  citizens  intreat  you ! 

ROSE. 

Oh,  make  them  joyful,  grant  their  lawful  fuit ! 

PITT. 

Alas,  why  wou'd  you  heap  thefe  cares  on  me  ! 

I  am  unfit  for  ftate  or  majefty ; 

I  cannot,  nor  I  will  not  yield  to  yo\i. 

W.    G. 

If  you  refufe  it,  as  in  love  and  zeal, 

Loth  to  depofe^the  Prince,  your  matter's  fun, 

(As  well  we  know  your  tendernefs  of  heart, 

And  gentle,  kind,  effeminate  remorfe  : ) 

Yet  know,  whether  you  accept  our  fuit  or  no. 

Your  matter's  fon  fliall  never  reign  our  King  ; 

But  we  will  plant  fome  other  on  the  throne, 

To  the  difgrace  and  downfall  of  his  houfe. 

Come,  Citizens,  we  will  intreat  no  more.  \_Exeunf, 

ROSE. 

Call  them  again,  fweet  Pitt,  accept  their  f&it. 

PITT. 

Will  you  enforce  me  to  a  world  of  cares ! 
Call  them  again,  I  am  not  made  of  ftone  ; 

Vol.  III.  H  But 
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■But  penetrable  to  your  kind  intreaties, 

[Exit  Rofe and Jf\  G, 
Albeit,  againfl:  my  confcience  and  my  foul. 

Re-enter  w.  g.  t^c. 
Brother  to  Buckingham,  and  moft  fage  Beachcroft, 
Since  you  will  buckle  fortune  on  my  back, 
I  muft  have  patience  to  endure  the  load  ; 
But  God  doth  know,  and  you  may  partly  fee. 
How  far  I  am  from  the  defire  of  this. 

BEACHCROFT. 

Godblefs  you,  Pitt,  we  fee  it  and  will  fay  it. 

W,    G. 

Then  I  falute  you  with  this  royal  title, 

Long  live  king  william!  of  that  name  the  fourth. 

"To-morrow  may  it  pleafe  you  to  be  crown'd. 

PITT. 

£'en  when  jou  pleafe,  for  you  will  have  it  fo. 


A    CRAM- 
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A    C  R  A  IM  B  O    DIALOGUE, 

SET\VEE>f   THAT   CELEBRATED    PAIR  OF    SPECTACLE?, 

SIR    JOSEPH    MAWBEY,     BART.    AND    CHARLES 

BRANDLING,    ESCLi 


■  Favor  eft  utriqnc  moleftus 

HoR.  Ep.  6.  1.  I.  V.  i». 

Brandling. 

1  SAY,  Sir  Jofcph,  what  is  all  this  here  work  ? 
They  are  a  ufijig  /  an(\yo7i  worfer  nor  a  Turk  ?— 

GoJ  d n  them,  bllt  I'll  do — »o  maifer  Kvl'at ! 

Becaufe  nobody  has  nothing  at  all  to  do  with  that'. 
For  when  a  Gentleman  takes  a  thing  into  his  head, 
Nobody  can  know  whether  it  will  turn  to  luor^s  or  lea^, 

SIR    JOSEPH. 

True,  my  dear  Charles,  it  never  can  be  known, 
T\\Qjlaughter'houfe  of  the  mind  is  all  our  ovjn  ; .  , 

There  hangs  my  Wyat  cut  up  into  quarters, 
And  tbtre  you  Grieve  in  his  dajlk  garters  \  * 
Thefe  are  the  deeds  the  puMic  breajlxo  vjarm^ 
To  Ji^ht,  and  killy  and  cut.,  and  hang.,  and  do  our  foes  no 
harm, 

*  Elajiic  Gutters — An  degant  term  of  Sir  Jofeph's,  as  Mr.  BrAiii- 
Ihig  fays  for  back  fmncn  ;  or,  as  the  butchers  fay,  back  Jinews. 

H  2  Brand- 
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Brandling, 

I  believe  as  how,  Sir  Jofeph,  you're  a  little  crazy, 

Or  elfe,  for  once,  your  noddle  is  a  little  hazey  ; 

I  was  a  talking  about  thefe  here  printing  thieves. 

And  you  comes  over  me  with  your  Wyats  and  youf 

Grieves ! — 
Jiet'ween  ourf elves,  Xhty  hot b  have  their  revoards  ; 
But  will  you,  Jofeph,  only  mind  your /r^rr^/y? 
I've  had  my  Grieve,  and  in^^ny  fearful  calls  ; 
You've  had  your  Wyat  and  your  wafer  falls^* 

SIR    JOSEPH. 

The  Morning  Herald  is  our  daily  plague. 
And  tells  more  lies  than  Bruflels  on  the  Hague; 
The  rafcals  ventur'd  lately  to  decry 
And  peach  my  luritingy  your  orthography, 

"*  Water  Falls — Shakcfpeare  has  fomewhcre  obferved,  that  we  m«T 
jydge,  bv  the  Baby  Figure,  of  the  Giant  Majs  of  things  to  come  at 
large. — The  following  pretty  little  anecdote  of  Sir  Jofeph,  Ksauhjo- 
iutefail,  and  will  ferve  to  farther  juftify  t\\t  penetration  of  our  grcateft 
poet.  /,  myfelf,  was  at  Half  Farthing  Scool  in  Surrey  with  Sir  Jofeph, 
when  we  were  little  boys,  and  Sir  Jofeph  had  juft  been  taken  out  oj 
charity,  from  Leiceferjkirc  ;  and  I  lemember  lie  was  the  Cock  of  the 
fchool  in  that  eafy,  natural,  and  elegant  diverjion,  called — "  P-fs  and 
paddle  in  it" — He  was  quite  famous  for  zjpray. — This  I  prefume  is 
Shakefpeare's  Baby  Figure — Mr.  Wyat  muft  fpeak  of  the  Giant  Afaf; 
of  things  that  came  at  large.  I  appeal  to  Sir  Jofeph  him/clf,  for  the 
ftrjed  truth  of  this  anecdote. 

Brand- 
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BRANDLING. 

No,  no,  Sir  Jofepli,  you  miftakes  that  matterjfdi/, 
The  bittereft  dog  among  them  darfent  do  that^ 
that's  over  the  hills  and  far  away  from  them^ 
Who  cannot  touch  the  ftern^  can't  touch  the  Jiem-^ 
My  OrthoggerrafFy,  indeed  ! — a  pretty  ftory  to  tell!— 
No,  no,  Sir  Jofeph,  they  only  faid  as  how  I  could  not 
fpell. 

Sir  Joseph  (ajtde,) 

I'd  fet  him  rights  but  he's  fo  defp'rate  hot. 

He'd  boil  up  into  rage  like  any  pot ; 

Bred  in  the  Romifh  Creed,  and  Romifli  College, 

Can  we  exped  cool  reafon  and  pure  knowledge  ? 

Came  wifdom  ever  from  a  Romifli  Cell, 

Where  ignorance  and  fuperftition  dwell  ; 

Where  heads  and  crucifixes  keeps  the  places 

Of  Syntax,  and  Orthography,  and  Cafes  ; 

Where  Paffion  o'er  Philofophy  holds  rule, 

To  fire  the  features^  and  expofe  the  fool  f-^ 

I  pity  him,  uJ)on  my  foul,  I  do. 

As  much  as  e'er  my  Lady  did  her  Sow.* 

■*  My  hidy's  favorite  Sow  died  of  a  very  tedious  dry  gripes,  and  was 
buried  at  Botleys.  Sir  Jofeph  wrote  the  Epitaph  which  is  now  on  her 
Iliad  Jlont. 

H  3  JRAND- 
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Brandling. 

As  for  your  writing,  Sir  Jofeph,  I  don't  care  a  knock  of 

a  hammer, 
Becaufe,  as  how,  I  never  confults  Diftionaries  or  Louth's 

Grammar ; 
And  fo  I  writes,  and  fpeaks,  and  fpells  all  from  Natur, 

as  'tis  feen, 
Juft  as  if  Didtionaries  and  Louth's  Grammar  had  never 

been  ; 
And  as  I  knows  that  you  are  intolerable  clevert 
When  they  hiut^77«,  my  Friend,  it  will  be  hftg  comt  nc* 

ver. 


Mr.  Editor, 

J  have  been  at  the  trouble  of  vljiting  Botleys,  in  ortJer  to 
get  a  copy  of  Sir  Jofeph's  fafnous  Epitaph  upon  Lady 
Mswhey*s  favorite  Sow;  and  when  I  had  fnijhed  this 
hujinefs,  I  defired  to  fee  Sir  Jofeph's  manfon,  and  ivas 
favoured  tvith  admittance  :  thefirfl  hook  that  prefentedit- 
felfvcas  Sir  Jofeph's  Album,  in  vohich  I  found  a  criti- 
cal Epitaph  by  Mr.'  Brandling,  upon  Sir  Jofeph's,  on 
the  Soiv,  direHed  to  be  cut  in  capitals  under  Sir  Jofeph's, 
■upon  the  Sow's  hcad-ftone.  I  fend  you  the  two  to  be  pub' 
lijhed  together,  as  a  pair  of  Epitaphical  Speftacles.  / 
mufi  not  omit  to  tell  you,  that  vjhen  Mr.  Brandling  had 
finij}:ed  his  Epitaph^  he  left  the  follovjing  tiote  at  the  bot- 
tom: 
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i0m:  "  N.  B.  I  think  I  have  fairly  ring'd  Sir  Jofepb' 

SIR      JOSEPH'S      EPITAPH. 

Hie  j ace  t  cams  Pore  a  mei  ear  us  Domina  Mawley,  01, 
2j^th  Sept  ember  J    lySS* 

Jrl  ERE  lies  a  martyr  to  the  arm^ gripes, 

That  rag'd,  for  days,  like/wnW,  in  her  tripes  y 

Full  many  a  heave  Ihe  gave,  and  difmal fqueak^ 

Poor  Sow,  as  if  her  petty  heart  wou'd  break ! 

No  vent  fhe  found,  from  laft  unto  the  firft, 

She  curVd  her  tail^  2Si(S  Jiretch'' d  herfelf,  and  lurjl ! 

So  have  I  feen  a  hot  tie  of  nevj  cyder ^ 

The  cork  t,u;W  down,  juft  like  an  aSi  with  Rider ^ 

Work  to  and/ro  from  bottom  to  the  top, 

From  fide  to  fide,  and  never  make  ?>.Jiop  ! 

Ncverj  no  never^  'till  the  bottle's  fides 

Give  way,  and  out  the  cyder  comes  in  tides  ! 

Here  lies  a  Sow  that  never  had  a  marrow^* 

In  beauty,  and  the  number  of  her  farrow  ; 

Methinks  I  fee  her  proitrate  in  her  ftye, 

Her  pig-tuigs  fucking,  pretty  family  ! 

Their  little  tails,  nice  things  for  Mai  to  keep. 

And  tickle  Parfons  as  they  lie  afleep  ! 

*  Marrow,    a  word  Sir  Jofeph  pick'd  up  from  Mr.  Brandling,  to 
fignify  an  equal. 

H  4  Her 
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Htvpaps  fo  lovely  round  and  very  redf 
They  look  like  loils  juft  come  up  to  a  headi 
Hcvjly-^ap  *  earsy  in  fpite  of  proverb  old, 
Might  make^lk  pur/es,  and  be  dear ly /old  ! 
No  Paris  fol  needs  ^f,  nor  Paris pluicy 
They  fave  her  face,  be't  /«»,  or  ra/V/,  or  dewy  ! 
The/piral  wire  betwifted  in  her  nofe, 
Trom/outhern  ijles  her  high  attraSlion  fhows  ; 
Alas,  alas,  I  fee  her  bowels  rife, 
Tow'rds  heav'n,  courting  fiery  facrifice  ! 
Prepare  a/Z/^-,  the ///<■,  my  fervants,  Jlraw  be, 
To  immolate  this  Sow  of  Lady  Mawhey  ; 
Eehold  a  hacon  cloud  in  pomp  afcend, 
So/av*ryy  every  god  muji  be  her/riend/ 
So/avoury,  no  rajher  can  compare, 
Hot  from  the  coals,  and  brought  into  the  air  ; 
And  far  more  grateful  toth'  immortal  whole, 
ThcLTi  clouds  of  fragrance  from  the  cenfer  roll: 
A  long  farewell !  to  weep,  the  talk  be  mine, 
Thy  hurftenfate,  thou  paragon  of  Swine  ! 

5k:  Fly-Jlap.     There  is  no  fuch  thing  as  keeping  Sir  Jofcph  out  of  a 


Mr. 
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Mr.    BRANDLING'S     EPITAPH. 

*  Hick  jacket  carry  us  Porkay  me  eye  carry  us  Dominoj 

Mavjhey^  Hoi,  z\  Sept,   1788. 

vV  ELL  then,  let  me  die  if  I  ever  did  hear  until  now. 
Such  a  devil  of  a  piece  of  a  work  about  a  Sovo  j 
To  be  fure,  there  is  a  deal  of  noife  about  Johnny 

Martin's  Pij;^ 
Becaufe  as  how,  Sir  Jofeph,  //  luas  a  little  one  not  very  ^ 

.  And  becaufe  they  made  a  fong  about  it,  and  fet  it  to  a 

And  then  there  is  Lord  Edgecumbe's  pig}\  that  goes  to 

watering  places  with  his  Lordfhip, 
yAndvjaters  in  the  middle  of  all  the  ladies^  which  is  thought 

a  hardjhip^ 
And  rides  in  his  Lordfliip's  coach  for  all  the  world  like  a 

mefit^X 
And  looks  out  of  the  window  fo  natterall  that  you  would 

fay  God  hlefs  it : 
To  ride  in  a  coach,  and  go  to  a  tvatering-place  too, 
Is  only  out  of  pride,  my  friend,  to  be  a  imitating  oiyou, 

*  Sir  Jofeph's  Latin,  Mr.  Brandling  has  adopted  in  preference  to  liis 

■^  Lord  Edgecumbe  carried  his  pig  to  Tunbridgc  W(Us. 
\  Mcjfitf  a  Northumberland  term  for  a  laf-dog. 

H  5  And 
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And  then  there  is  the  learned  plg^  that  J]^ells  like  any 

devil  J 
And  fo,  I  fuppofes,  the  Morning  Herald  will  to  him  be 

very  cimil. 
Well,  Sir  Jofeph,  this  So^-m  of  my  Lady's,  for  tnitfi*s 

truth,  was  a  vtxo^pritty  creater  ; 
And  for  a  iSijw,  Sir  Jofeph,  I  believe  as  how  no  Sow  was 

ever  neater : 
The  dry  gripes f  my  friend,  is  a  moft  deadly  kind  oi  Jiuf-,- 
For  /  had  the  other  gripes  but  lately,  and  I  was  Grieved 

bad  enough ; 
And  pity  it  was.  Sir  Jofeph,  this  Sow  fliou'd  coitie  to 

fuch  a  death. 
And  that  her  guts  fliou'd  come  out  of  her,  Sir  Jofeph, 

inftead  of  her  hreath  : 
In  one  partickleher  we  differs  more  than  common  wider, 
Bec'aufe  I  cannot  fee  as  how  the  SovJ's  guts  are  like-a  hot* 

tie  of  cyder  i     -, 
But  if  her  guts  had  no  vent,  Mid  work'd  and  could  not 

dungy 
Why  did  not  you.  Sir  Jofeph,  ftoop  down  and  cafe  the 

poor  creature's  hung  ? 
Her  tuiry  tail  file  curl'd  up  like  a  fnake, 
And  haredthe  place  for  your  advantage  fake : 
To  fee  \iO\x  fenjihle  all  thefe  dujnh  creatures  are  ! 
*Tiras  you^  Sir  Jofeph,  that  wanted  no-wfe  in  that  affair : 

Natur 


[    IS5    ] 

N^tur  is  very  pervefe  to  make  thefe  dumb  things  fo  •«?//?,. 
Whenoyf,  who  can/fieakj  cannot  underftand  them  with. 

our  eyes  : 
As  for  her  pigs  little  tailsy  from  all  /can  draw, 
They  fartinly  will  tickle  a /^r/tf«'i  rump  better  nor  a  har-^ 

leyjlra-iv.  i 

This  Mab^    you  talks  of,  is,  mayhap,  fome  outlandljh 

qucen^ 
And  a  very,  pretty  hifinefs  you  have  foiind  for  her  as  ever 

ivasfeert  ! 
But  if  you  wou'd  take  a  duh^  Sir  Jofeph,  and  give  ycntr 

parfons  a  good  banging^  ^ 

It  wou'd  do  better  nor  ^  pig's  tail  to  tickle  them  from 'a 

Tyburn  hanging :  * 
If .  you  wou'd  but  play  0/</ G<;o/f(5frry  with  thofe  heretic 

dogs. 
It  wou'd  be  better  for  you  then,  like  zprodigalj  to  be  a. 

keeping  of  hogs  ; 
But  I  believes  you  had  better  leave  them  to  thcmfelves 

asv.'ell. 
For  nobody  nor  they.  Sir  Jofeph,  can  go  a  nearer  way  to 

Hell: 
As  for  the  Sow's  paps^  and  lugs,  and  w/r^,  as  one  may 

fay, 
They  are  all  as  Natur  made  them  in  her  oytn  pufillanimus 

way:  . 

;*  Tyburn  hang!ng~^n  fling  at  our  Clergy  through  Dr.  Dodd'j  Ghoji. 

H6  But 
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But  how  is  all  this,  Sir  Jofeph,  about,  Lord  blefs  us !  a 

cloud  of  bacon  ? 
As  Aire  as  ever  I'm  alive  you  burnt  the  fovo  \  or  elfe  I 

am  miftaken : 
.Yes,  yes,  Sir  Jofeph,  I  fpies  you  out,  in  fpite  of  all 

yoxiX /mothers.^ 
You  bur7it  the  Sovj  for  fear  ikiz  gripes  fliould  get  among 

the  others : 
Then  how  cou*d  you  be  fuch  a  boldface^  as  to  put  up 

this  head-Jione^ 
And  write  an  Epitaph  upon  the  Sow  when^^  was  burnt 

and  gone  ? 
Now,  Sir  Jofeph,  let  me  give  you  a  bit  of  advice. 
It  fhall  be  a  rajher  in  that  ivay^  and  very  nice : 
If  your  nojirils  prefer  a  nafty  (linking  cloud  of  bacon. 
To  clouds  of  fragrance  from  the  cenfer  fliaken. 
From  xJc^Q  facred  cenfer  by  the  holy  pricjiy 
You  will  be  reckon'd  no  more  better  than  one  of  my 

beajly 
You  will  be  fwriV  and  damned  with  booJiy  with  candle^ 

and  with  bell, 
Becaufe  no  mortal  man  before  had  ever  fuch  a  heretic 

fmelU 

ODE 
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ODE    FOR    THE    NEW    YEAR. 

January  J   1789. 

S:!?"  Mi:  Warton'j  O^e  on  the  expeEled  Refloraiion  of  bis 
Majesty's  health  being  unhappily  rendered  unfit  for 
Ne-iM  T^ar's'day,  and  the  Laureat  being  otherivife  to- 
tally ttnprovidedy  a  Brother  Bard  pitying  his  misfortune y 
vjijkes  to  fuhflitute  the  foUovjing  : 

ODE. 
•  \ 

r  A I N  T  and  more  faint  with  glimmering  light, 
The  Sun  of  Brunfvvick  finks  to-night ; 
From  this  fair  morn  another  Sun 
Its  Royal  courfe  begins  to  run  ; 
Another  claims  the  venal  lay 
To  thee  we  bend,  O  Pitt !  and  hail  thy  rifing  ray» 

E'en  now,  if  aught  the  gifted  Mufe 
Can  pry  into  prophetic  truth, 
E'en  now  in  thee,  ambitious  Youth, 
A  fecond  Phaeton  fhe  views, 
Eager  to  fnatch  the  reins,  and  whu^l  the  car ; 
She  fees  thee  o'er  the  people's  head, 
Intolerable  radiance  flied ; 
Portending  with  a  baleful  blaze 
To  nations,  trembling  as  they  gaze, 
Difcord,  and  kindred  blood,  and  rude  intefline  war. 

But 
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But  flay  thy  courfe — and  turn  thine  eyes, 
Where  ftruck  by  Heav'n's  ftrong  hand  thy  Mafter  lies  t 
See  Reafon  from  her  royal  manfion  fled — 
And  what  return  of  kindnefs,  fay, 
To  Him  thy  debt  of  gratitude  can  pay,. 
Whofe  bofom  warm'd  thee,. and whofe  bounty  fed? 
— Remember  what  for  thee,  the  Sire  has  done, 
Then  wreft  with  ruffian  hand  the  birthright  fromJiis  Son* 

A  breaft  like  thine,  fo  calm,  fo  cooli 
So  propt  w-ith  pride,  fo  fix'd.to  rule, 

Should  childilh  pity  move  ? — 
As  well,  thy  firmnefs  to  betray,, 
Incautious  Candour  there  might  fway,. 

Or  a  fond  female's  love. 
Thy  fterner  virtues,  to  one  daring  end. 
Still  let  cold  Prudence  guide,  and  crooked  Craft  defend, 

Thefe  taught  thee — ^when  thy  Mailer's  throne 
In  full  meridian  fplendor  fhone, 

When  all,  to  barefac'd  pow'r  denied, , 

By  lawlefs  Influence  was  fupplied — 
To  fwell  Prerogative's  ufurping  fway ; — 
Thefe  taught  thee — to  that  Throne  to  bend, 
Profefs'd  its  champion  and  its  friend  ; 

Exulting  in  thy  Monarch's  choice 

Taught  thee  to  mock  the  people's  voice  ; 
And  thunder  Sovereign  right,  the  dogma  of  the  day. 

Thefe 


Thefe  teach  thee  now  to  cringe  for  pow'r, 
"  With  doftrines  faihion'd  to  the  varying  hour  ?"- 
Loud  to  proclaim,  as  ftedfafl  to  defpife, 
The  People's  right — Thefe  will  conceal 
Beneath  the  Patriot's  cloak  the  Traitor's  fteeL 
Thefe,  while  ungrafp'd  the  Royal  Sceptre  lies, 
Shorn  of  its  ftrength,  and  at  thy  feet  laid  low, 
Now  lift  th'  aflaffin  arm,  now  aim  the  cowardblow. 

O  could  I  catch  a  Waller's  lays, 
Could  I  in  correfpondent  praife 
Another  Cromwell  iing— 
What  facred  titles  fliould'H  thou  bear, 
Proteftor,  Emperor,  Sultan,  Czar, 
Thy  Prince's  Sovereign  King  1 
Him  let  his  People's  loyal  wiflies  own, 
But  from  his  temple's  torn,  be  Thine  his  Father's 
Crown ! 

Mine  be  the  boaft,  atleaft,  to  thee, 

That  fir  ft  I  bow  the  fupple  knee, 

Firft  turn  me  from  the  real  God, 

To  hail  a  fubftituted  idol  clod  :— 
And  hymning  with  bought  praife  thy  pow'r  divine, 
Heap  the  firft  incenfe  on  thy  virgin  Ihrine  i 


D  I  A- 


[     i6o    3 
DIALOGUE, 

STREPHON. 

Canst  thou  behoia  thofe  vloIets 

Infenfibly,  my  fair, 
Die  on  that  bed,  and  all  their  fvveets 

Evaporate  in  air  ? 

LAURA. 

Where  would  you  have  them  die  ? 

STREPHON; 

Oh  !   there, 
My  Laura,  I  defire, 
There  let  them  fpend  their  fweetnefs — where 
1  could  myfelf  expire. 

TO         A         LADY, 

©N    HER    SENDING    ME    A    WHITE     COCKADE     ON    HEK 
MARRIAGE. 

BY    THE    SAME. 

Madam* 

W  ELL  pleafed  that  my  behaviour 
Could  merit  a  firft  bridal  favour, 
Thefe  lines  of  gratitude  I  fend, 
Of  thanks  expreffive,  and  thy  friend. 

A  bachc* 
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A  bachelor,  without  pretence 
To  matrimonial  eloquence, 
In  words  un&iU'd,  I've  few  of  thofe. 
So  thank  in  verfe  for  want  of  profe. 

Stuck  in  my  hat,  your  white  cockade 
Exalts  itfelf  in  high  parade  ; 
So  favour'd,  I  am  proud  to  own  it. 
To  my  whole  regiment  have  I  fliown  it. 
Such  honour  'tis,  that  makes  a  foldier 
Greater,  and  infinitely  bolder. 
Tho'  fivb  feet-nothing — I  appear 
To  my  huge  felf  a  grenadier  : 
I'm  fure — I'm  every  w'here  much  ftronger. 
Much  ftouter,  briiker,  broader,  longer  j 
Befides  improvements  in  my  air. 
So  fmirking,  fmart,  and  debonair. 
That  in  the  glafs,  when  fet  to  view, 
I  wifh  that  I  were  married  too. 

Your  ribbon  has  not  only  brought 
Charms  to  my  perfon,  but  my  thought ; 
For  when  I  reprefent  you  wrapt  in 
The  bands  of  love  with  that  fame  captain, 
I  think — but  mind,  'tis  all  between  us— 
In  ecftacy  of  Mars  and  Venus ! 

Happy,  thrice  and  thrice  again, 
Happieft  he  of  happy  men ! 
Happy,  nine  times  happy  bride, 
To  fuch  felicify  allied  1 
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May  this  reciprocal  eleftion, 
Endure  inkindnefs  and  affection  ! 
May  all  your  ftars  propitious  provcy 
To  faith,  to  conftancy,  and  love  ! 
From  friendfliip  may  he  ne'er  depart, 
But  wear  your  favours  next  his  heart ; 
'Till  mutual  tendernefs  enfures 
His  longeft  favours  neareft — ^your'sr 


•N    A   GENTLEMAN    W^HO    MARRIED    HIS   MISTRESS. 
SY    THE    SAMS. 

Cj  O  D*s  nobleft  vi'orks  are  honell  men. 

Says  Pope's  inflrudive  line ; 
To  make  an  hone  ft  woman  then, 
Moft  furely  is  divine. 

TO     A     YOUNG     LADY^ 

BY    THE    SAME* 

Alas,  poor  Rofalind  !  whate'cr 

Thy  beauty  has  prefum'd  ; 
For  all  thy  charms  of  grace  and  air. 

To  poverty  thou'rt  doom'd. 

Foe 
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For  has  not  the  fure  book  of  Fate 
This  facred  mandate  given ! 

"  No  nch  man  e'er  fliall  penetrate 
"  The  fanduary  of  Heaven." 


ON     A     LADY 

WHO  sprinKlejd  flour  upon  her  bosom  to  make 

IT    APPEAR    WHITE. 
BY    THE    SAME. 


F IX ' D  on  the  flour,  ftill  let  me  gaze, 
That's  fpread  above  my  Chloe's  flays : 
Enchanting  vifion !  where  the  rofe 
Beneath  the  afpiring  lily  blows. 

Thus  iEtna's  top's  congeal'd  with  fnow, 
Whilft  lower  prominences  glow  ; 
And  thus  the  candied  twelfth-cake's  feen, 
Frofted  without,  pure  fpice  within. 

O'er  lier  provoking  breaft,  the  fight 
Of  fuch  defirable  white, 
To  keennefs  whets  my  appetite. 
Sweet  flour,  I  figh,  all  flowers  excelling, 
But  more  for  eating  than  for  fmelling. 

In  looks,  fmiles,  glances,  fome  delight. 
Here  more  fubftantial  charms  unite ; 


} 


Thefc 
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Thefe  make  a  lover's  mouth  to  water. 
With  real  hunger  to  get  at  her  ; 
And  if  the  fqueamifli  nymph  prove  coy. 
She'll  in  a  double  fenfe  deilroy. 

If  then  a  guinea — tempting  vails ! 
Could  e'er  a  cook-maid's  heart  aflail, 
Uften,  kind  Sufan,  to  my  pray'r, 
And  aid  my  paffion  for  the  fair. 

Soon  as  thy  miftrefs  fhall  undrefs. 
Fail  not  this  flour  to  pofTefs  ; 
Seize  inftantly  the  fcraped-ofF  prize, 
A  ready  flore  for  future  pies ; 
From  whence  thy  Ikill  may  raife  a  paile 
Of  kilFing-cruft  j  uft  to  my  tafte : 
Or  if  to  dumpling  more  incline 
Thy  genius  ;  dumpling,  food  divine  ! 
Ceafe  not  to  work  it  out  and  in 
With  thy  convivial  rolling-pin. 

Now  let  me  view  it  in  the  pot, 
Next  on  the  table  piping  hot ; 
And  whilft — ye  gods ! — I  ftufF  and  cramj 
Think  what  a  lucky  dog  I  am  ; 
Think  on  what  dumplings  I  have  feen, 
Then  blefs  my  ftars — and  eat  again. 


PARODY. 


P  A  R  O  D  Y. S  A  P  P  H  I  E, 

BY    THE    SAME. 

XI  AP P  Y  the  man  devoid  of  grief, 

Free  from  all  pangs  profane  or  holy, 
Cpntent  to  find  a  fure  relief 

From  melancholy. 

Whofe  foul,  with  Burgundy  and  love, 

Bleft  harmony  !  difpels  all  care  ; 
Whofc  temper  fways  him  flill  to  rove 
From  fair  to  fair. 

Bleft !  Who  can  purchafe  with  his  purfe, 

To  fport  in  pleafure's  life  away  : 
Can  blefs  the  happy  night,  and  curfe 
The  coming  day. 

Can,  if  the  lovely  nymph  comply. 

In  kind  endeavours  a6l  viftorious  ;  ' 
But  if  file  jilt,  will  never  figh 
Inglorious. 

Thus  let  me  live,  by  Caelia's  charms, 
And,  in  foft  raptures,  when  I  die. 
Tell  the  whole  world  that  in  her  arms 
Inclos'dl  lie. 


eu 
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ON    THE    MARRIAGE    OF    A    HAN'DSOME    Y0UN6 

COUPL£. 

BY    THE    SAME. 

O  F  (lain  Adonis,  bards  have  told, 

Sworn  Venus  old  now  grown  is ; 
How  falfe  the  tale,  for  here  behold, 

Young  Venus  and  Adonis* 


TO  A  LADY,  WITH  A  PRESENT  OF  A  FAX, 
BY  THE  SAME. 

Smiling,  fweetglrl,  this  proffer M  toy  approve, 
Cool  tho'  its  ufe,  the  gift  of  warmeft  love. 

Preft  by  thy  genial  hand,  behold  it  fpread. 
In  pride  expanfive,  its  elaftic  head  ; 
(For  thy  dear  fingers  fenfitive  carefs, 
Inftant  can  raife  it,  inflantly  deprefs) ; 
Then,  betwixt  poliHi'd  fliafts  of  equal  fize, 
From  the  round-fwelling  center  ilately  rife ; 
'Till,  in  full  luflre,  all  its  beauties  play, 
Like  rofe-buds  opening  to  the  vernal  ray  : 
For  to  the  circulating  orb  below, 
Solely  its  captivating  powers  we  owe  ; 

Powers, 
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Towers,  vvliich  to  pleafure  every  joint  conftraip. 
Till  to  its  fhape  relax  it  flirinks  again. 

Its  winning  graces  and  feducing  air, 
Engage  the  wife,  and  prepolTefs  the  fair ; 
Ev'n  virgin  modefty,  exempt  from  harms, 
IMay  oft  employ  its  inoffenfive  charms  ; 
For  of  its  ufe  no  mark  it  leaves,  no  Hain, 
Can  from  fo  pure  an  effluence  remain. 
For  where's  that  lynx's  piercing  eye  can  trace 
The  tracTc  of  eagles  through  th'  ^ethereal  fpace  ? 
The  ferpent's  devious  maze  along  the  plain  ? 
Ship's  paths — or  winds  that  ventilate  the  main  ? 

The  brunette  widow  too  may  find  relief 
From  this,  to  mitigate  her  ardent  grief, 
^lay  to  her  wifli  this  pliant  engine  frame, 
To  cool  her  paffions,  or  to  fan  their  flame. 


T  O      MI  S  S      V- 

BY    THE    SAME. 


C  U  P I D  of  -  old,    as  fables  Ihow, 
Had  only  one  firing  to  his  bow. 

With  which  his  fliafts  could  flioot  ye  ; 
But  when  Emilia  fpeaks  and  fmiles, 
With  two  fhe  bends  his  bow,  and  kills 

With  wit  as  well  as  beauty^ 


O  R I G  I- 
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«. 

-      ORIGINAL      EPIGRAM. 

U  O  you,  faid  Fanny,  t'other  day. 

In  earneft  love  me  as  you  fay  ? 

Or  are  thofe  tender  words  applied 

Alike  to  fifty  girls  befide  ? 

Dear,  cruel  girl,  cried  I,  forbear  ; 

For  by  thofe  eyes — thofe  lips — I  fvvear— — - 

— —  She  llopp'd  me  as  the  oath  I  took, 

And  cried,  youVe  fwom — ^now  kifs  the  book. 

OK    MAY    MORNING,     1787. 

TO    PARTHENIA. 

J.  HE  early  dawn,  the  harbinger  of  light. 
Removes  the  fable  veil  of  peaceful  night  ; 
The  glowing  horizon  in  bright  array  '^ 

Reflects  the  fplendours  of  approaching  day  j 
Majeftic  mountains  meet  Apollo's  rays, 
Whofe  lofty  fummits  in  effulgence  blaze  ; 
Reviving  forefts  flied  a  pleafing  green. 
And  fpangled  plains  enlarge  th*  enchanting  fcene. 
^Now  anxious  fwains,   who  early  hail  the  fkies, 
Exulting  view  their  omens  with  furprize, 
And  taught  by  fure  experience  gladly  fing, 
The  happy  promife  of  a  glorious  fpring  : 

a  While 


While  youthful  maidens  celebrate  the  day 
\Vith  garlands  facred  to  the  gentle  May, 
In  fportive  meafures  o'er  the  pearly  dew. 
Tracing  the  mazes  which  fond  youths  purfue  ;      ' 
Not  with  my  livelier  hope  their  breafts  can  heave. 
Not  fuch  the  pleafure  which  their  profpefts  give  i 
'Tis  mine  to  view  with  awe  a  nobler  dawn  ; 
The  fairefl:  fcene  by  nature's  pencil  drawn. 
Where  genuine  innocence,  artlefs  ^vife. 
And  native  elegance  unite  to  pleafe ; 
Where  all  the  graces  join'd  your  form  poiU"tray, 
And  Dian's  movements  every  grace  difplay  : 
Not  thus  majeftic  great  Saturnia  llione, 
Deck'd  in  the  radiance  of  Cytheria's  zone, 
Whofe  powerful  aid  could  raife  fo  bright  a  flame, 
And  add  fuch  luilre  to  the  poet's  fame. 
Minerva's  fo  ft' ring  care  your  charms  combine, 
With  all  the  virtues  that  adorn  her  flirine  ; 
Thus  mental  gift-s  by  Wifdom  moil:  defir'd. 
Adorn  the  mien  by  Fancy  mofl:  admir'd  : 
Still  may  their  aid  your  riiing  years  improve. 
Command  my  praifes,  and  command  my  love. 


Vol.  JTT.  I  SONG, 
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SONG, 

TRANSLATED  FROM  THE  GREEK,* 
EY  JOHN  EAYNES,  ESC^. 

V'  U  A  F  F  with  me  the  purple  wine, 

And  in  youthful  pleafures  join  ; 

With  me  love  the  blooming  fair. 

Crown  with  me  thy  flowing  hair  ; 

When  fweet  madnefs  fires  my  foul, 

Thou  flialt  rave  without  controul  j  > 

When  I'm  fober,  fink  with  me 

Into  dull  fobriety. 

SONG, 

TRANSLATED    FROM    PHOENIX    OF    COLOPHON, 
BY    TH£    SAME. 

•I"  Y  E  who  to  forrow's  tender  tale 

With  pity  lend  an  ear, 
A  tribute  to  Corone  j  bring, 

Apollo's  favourite  care« 

■■*   Sec  Athenaeus. 

-}•  There  were  among  the  Greeks,  as  there  are  with  us,  blind  men, 
vho  begged  from  door  to  door  fmging.  This  is  one  of  their  fongs  pre- 
fervcd  by  Athensns. 

X  The  finger  ufed  to  carry  a  Raven  on  his  hand,  which  he   call 
Cerent,  (the  Greek  name  for  that  bird)  and  for  which  he  Affedcd  to  beg. 

Or 


I  17^  1 

Or  barley-dieaf,  or  fait,  or  bread» 

Coroae  fliall  receive, 
Or  clothes  or  wheat— what  every  one- 
May  beft  afford  to  give. 
Who  now  bring  fait,  fome  future  time 

Will  honey-combs  prepare ; 
For  moft  Corone's  taile  delights 

Such  humble,  homely  fare. 
Ye  fervants,  open  wide  the  door— 

But  hark,— -the  wealthy  lord 
JFIas  heard, — his  daughter  brings  the  fruit 

To  grace  Corone's  board. 
Ye  gods !  let  fuitors  come  from  far. 

To  win  th?  lovely  maid-; 
And  may  {he  ga^in  a  wealthy  youth 

With  every  grace  array'd  ! 
-Soon  may  flie  give  an  infant  fon 

To  blefs  her  father's  arms, 
And  place  upon  her  mother's  knee 

A  daughter  full  of  charms ! 
O  may  flie  live  to  fee  her  fon 

With  every  honour  crov/n'd  ; 
Her  daughter,  beauty's  fairell  flower, 

Belov'dby  nil  around! 
While  I,  where'er  my  footfteps  guide 

My  darken'd  eyes  along, 
Cheer  thofe  who  give,  andwhq  refufe, 

With—all  I  have — a  fong. 

i  2  O  D  E, 


ODE, 

mOM    THE    GREEK    OF    CALLISTRATUS, 
TRANSLATED    BY    THE    SAME. 

1 N  myrtle  lea\'^es  I'll  wear  my  fword, 
As  did  Harmodius  and  his  friend  fo  true, 
What  time  the  tyrant  king  they  llew, 
And  Freedom  to  her  feat  reftor'd. 
Thou,  lov'd  Harmodius,  art  not  dead; 
Thou  to  the  happy  liles  art  fled. 
Where  Peleus'  fon,  as  poets  tell. 
And  matchlefs  Diomedes  dwell. 
With  myrtle  leaves  my  fword  array. 
Like  dear  Harmodius  and  his  friend  fo  true. 
What  time  the  tyrant  king  they  flew. 
Upon  Minerva:'s  feftal  day. 
Blefs'd  youths !  with  endlefs  glory  crown'd. 
The  world  your  praifes  fliall  refound, 
Becaufe  the  tyrant  king  ye  flew. 
And  Athens'  freedom  gain'd  by  you* 


SONG, 
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S        O        N        G, 

TRANSLATED    FROM    THE    FRENCH    OF    MARY,    QUEF?T 
OF    SCOTS. 

BY    THE    SAME. 

A  H  !  plealant  land  of  France,  farewell  I 

My  country  dear. 

Where  many  a  year 
Of  infant  youth  I  lov'd  to  dwell ! 
Farewell  for  ever,  happy  days  ! 
The  fliip  which  parts  our  loves  conveys 
But  half  of  me — One  half  behind 
I  leave  with  thee,  dear  France,  to  prove 
A  token  of  our  endlefs  love. 
And  bring  the  other  to  thy  mind» 

KING 's -BENCH     PRACTICE^ 

CHAP.    I0» 

OF    JUSTIFYING    BAIL, 

(now  FIRST    PRINTED.) 
BY    THE    SAME. 

Baldxvin.  ' 

H  E  W I T  T,  cah  Taylor's  bail,— for  I 
Shall  now  proceed  to  juftify. 

I  3  ^    Hrnuifi* 


r  K^  J 

Jialchviii.  Why,  Mr.  Mingay,  all  this  vapour  .^ 
Willes.  Take  till  to-morrow. 
l^ord  Mansjidd,  Call  the  paper. 

LINES   WRITTEN   IN    THE    ALBUM," 

AT    COSSEY-HALL,    NORFOLK, 
»Y    MR.    JERNINGBAM* 
I. 

Jl  H  O  U  to  whofe  facred  page  the  parting  gu^f| 
Confides  the  workings  of  his  grateful  breaft, 
Wish  awful  pleafure  o'er  thy  form  I  bend, 
My  gift  to  bring,  as  brother,  gueft,  and  friend. 
J'areweli,  ye  lliades !   (all,  not  to  Fame  unknown) 
Where  Elegance  has  raisM  her  attic  throne ; 
Whofe  beauties,  to  the  pure  of  tafte  addrefs'd. 
In  Nature's  charms  munificently  drefs'd  ; 
Whofe  ibft  hirmanity,  with  grace  combin'd, 
Difplay  the  emblem  of  the  mafter's  miud  ; 
Farewell  I — Say,  Ihall  I  not  regret  the  bow'r 
Where  fpcial  intercourfe  endear'd  the  hour  ; 
Where  flie,  whofe  footiileps  btefs  this  fylvan  feat, 
The  pride  and  miftrefs  of  this  calm  retreat, 

*  The  Album  b  a  book,  in  the  blank  kavesof  which  every  viji- 
Jor  writes  fauictbing. 

Her 
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Her  foul  IDum'd  with  Wifdom's  piercing  beam, 
Sheds  o'er  the  converfe  her  enlight'ning  gleam  ^ 
By  native  tafte,  that  fure  direftrefs,  led. 
She  ftores  her  talents  at  the  fountain-head. 
So  the  bright  funflow'r,  on  the  cultur'd  plain 
Afpires  impatient  o'er  her  lifter  train. 
Unfolds  her  bofom  at  the  dawn  of  day, 
To  catch  the  radiance  of  the  folai*  ray. 

II. 
Ye  fcenes  o'er  which  I  caft  a  ling'ring  view. 
O'er  which  affeftion  breathes  a  warm  adieu. 
That  hour  I  now  recal  with  plealing  pain, 
Which  gave  your  beauties  to  my  wifli  again  ; 
Yet  then,  as  I  approach'd  your  fmiling  (hore, 
Pi-ompt  expectation  gladly  flew  befpre  : 
Wing'd  with  gay  hopes,  as  nearer  ftill  I  drew, 
Hills,  plains,  and  woods,  aflum'd  a  brighter  hue  : 
Soft-wreath'd  in  lilac  veftment,  laughing  May 
With  willing  afpedt  met  me  oa  the  way  : 
The  various  vale  with  eager  fteps  I  prefs'd, 
Praife  on  my  tongue,-  and  -tranfport  in  my  breaft  r 
O'er  each  lov'd  fpot  I  fent  a  fond  furvey. 
Where  in  the  morn  of  life  I  wont  to  ftray  ; 
The  winding  walks,  by  memory  endear'd. 
Where  with  the  growing  plants  my  youth  was  rear'd  ; 
Embow'ring  fliades,  in  whofe  deep  gloom  immers'd. 
Reflection  fed  oae,  and  the  IMufes  nuis'd, 

I  5  And 
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■JJertvifK  Where*s  Taylor's-bail  ? 

ly?  Sail.  I  can't  get  in, 

He-'Mitt.  Make  way. 

Lord  MansfieU.  For  Heaven's  fake  begin. 

Jhlevyut.   But  Where's  the  other  ? 

^d  Ball.  Here  I  fland. 

Mingay.  I  mull  except  to  both — Coromand 
Silence— and  if  your  Lordfi-.ips  crave  it, 
Aulien  fliall  read  our  affidavit. 

Aujlen.  Will  Priddle,  late  of  Fieet-ftreet,  gent. 
Makes  oath  and  faith,  That  late  he  went 
To  Duke's-place,  as  he  was  direded 
By  notice,  and  he  there  expeded 
To  find  both  bail — but  none  could  tell 
Where  the  firft  bail  liv'd.— 

Mingay.  Very  well. 

Aujlen,  And  this  deponent  farther  fay?, 
That,  aflciog  who  the  fecond  was, 
He  found  he'd  bankrupt  been,  and  yet 
Had  ne'er  obtain'd  certificate. 
When  to  his  houfe  deponent  went, 
He  full,  four  ftories  high  was  fent. 
And  found  a  lodging  almoil  bare, 
No  furniture,  but  half  a  chair, 
A  table,  bedftead,  broken  fiddle, 
And  a  bureau*     (Signed)  William  Priddle. 
o.v  rn at  my  chambers,  Francis  Bulfer. 

Mingay.  No  affidavit  can  be  fuller. 

WeU, 
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Well,  Friend,  you've  heard  this  affidavit, 
Wliat  do  you  fay  ? 

ztl'BaiL  Sir,  by  your  leave,  it 

Is  all  a  lie. 

Mingay.  Sir,  have  a  care. 

What  is  your  trade  ? 

Q.d.  Bail.  A  fcavenger. 

Mingay,  And  pray.  Sir,  were  you  never  found 
Bankrupt  ? 

7. d Bail.  I'm  worth  a  thoufand  pound.  • 

Mingay.  A  thoufand  pound,  friend!  Boldly' faid. — 
In  what  confifting  ? 

2</  Bail.  Stock  in  trade. 

Mingay.  And  pray,  friend,  tell  me,-— do  you  know 
What  fum  you'i^e  bail  for  ? 

ad  Bail.  Truly  no. 

Mingay.,  My  Lords,  you  hear,— no  oaths  have  check'd 
him  : 
I  hope  your  Lordfliips  will— • 

Willes.  Rejeft  him. 

Mingay.  Well,  friend,  noxv  tell  me  where  you  dwell  \ 

iji  Bail.  Sir,  1  have  liv'd  in  Clerkenwell 
Thefe  ten  years. 

Mingay.  Half-a-guinea  dead.     (Afidi) 
My  Lords,  if  you've  the  notice  read, 
It  fays  Duke^s-flace.     So  I  defire 
A  little  farther  time  t'inquire. 

I  4  JBaU' 
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Andfcreening  from  my  view  Ambition's  fky,, 
Poiir'd otlier  vifions  on  my  raptui'd  eye. 

ni. 

Yes,  Album,  ere  the  willing  talk  I  leave, 
Warm  from  the  heart  thefe  elofing  lines  receive.- 
*Twas  at  the  hour  to  contemplation  due. 
When  evening  meekly  from  the  world  withdrew. 
Beneath  an  aged  oak,  in  penfive  mood,' 
.1,  Sorrow's  folitary  captive,  flood; 
When,  from  the  rifted  trunk's  obfcure  recefs, 
A  voice  breath'd  forth,  in  accents  of  diftrefs, 
*•  Where  !  where  is  flie  !  of  mild  and  rev'rend  mien. 
Once  the  lov'd  miftrefs  of  this  fylvan  fcene  V* 
•*  Fall'n— fall'n— faU'n— fall'n"— -a    dillant    voice  re- 

pliedy 
The  branches  fliook,  as  if  to  fcnfe  allied : 
While  Terror  flung  his  ftrong  enchantment  round,. 
And  evening  hurried  into  night  profound ! 

Now  fond  remembrance  turns  a  willihg  fight, 

To  dwell  on  gayer  fcenes  of  paft  delight, 

Pleas'd  to  behold  her,  'midft  the  polifli'd  traiuy 

With  grace,  with  dignity,  her  part  fuftain. 

To  mild  feftivity  by  nature  prone. 

With  inbred  wit  peculiarly  her  own, 

Prompt  ev'ry  fportive  incident  to  feize, 

Diffufingpleafure  with  a  carelefs  eafe : 

Of  pow'r  to  charm  invincibly  poflefs'd, 

Uafelt  flie  glided  into  ^\'ry  breall. 

There 
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There  are,  who,  fram'd  with  an  enlighten'd  tafte, 

High  on  the  critic  form  by  judgement  plac'd, 

Who  (marking  well  her  fenfe  with  ftrength  combin'd. 

The  fcintillations  of  her  playful  mind, 

An  aptitude  that  never  loft  its  aim) 

With  brilliant  Sevignc  inwreath  her  namcr 

To  difcontent,  the  vice  of  age,  unknown^ 
Her  cheerfulnefs  maintained  its  envied  throne. 
The  gay,  the  old,  the  learned,  and  the  young. 
And  they  whofe  heart  pure  elegance  had  ftrung, 
By  the  foft  power  of  her  enchantment  won. 
Would  oft  the  glare  of  throng'd  affemblies  (hun. 
To  court  her  ready  wit's  enliv'niug  beam,^ 

And  baflt  beneath  its  undulating  gleam. 

Yet  oft  from  thefe  unnotic'd  would  flie  fleal, 
To  foothe  the  bed-rid  ftretch'd  on  Torture's  wheel. 

To  fmooth  the  furrow  on  Misfortune's  brow, 

To  warm  the  timid,  and  exalt  the  low. 

With  lenient  hand  adminifter  relief. 

And  clofe  the  bleeding  artery  of  grief. 
Ah,  ever  dear !  ah,  venerable  fliade ! 

Indulge  this  honour  by  Aflfe6lton  paid. 

Enthron'd  in  blifs,  ah  !  yet  forbear  to  fliun 

This  holy  tribute  from  a  zealous  fon» 

'Twas  mine,  attendant  on  thy  evening  ray. 

To  watch  the  fun-fet  of  thy  blamelefs  day  j 

To  fee  thee  weary  of  th'  unequal  ftrife. 

Shed  the  faint  glirnm 'rings  of  exhaulled  life, 

1  6.  And 
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And  heavenly  moralift,  fublimely  great  t 
At  the  dread  opening  of  thy  future  flat;', 
Teach  by  example,  to  thy  lateft  breath, 
Ideeknefs  in  pain,  and  fortitude  in  death. 

OCCASIONAL      ODE^ 

PERFORMED  AT  THE  CATGH  CLUB. 

VT  H  EN  beauty's  foul-attrading  charms 
Shall  ceafe  to  kindle  fond  alarms ; 
When  at  the  feftive  board,  difguis'd  * 

Like  prudence,  cold  referve  fhall  fit. 
And  caution's  moral  laws  be  priz'd 

Far,  far  above  the  burfts  of  wit. 
When  manners  thus  deprav'd  we  fee,. 
Farewell,  fweet  harmony,  to  thee  !, 
But  while  the  fwift  eleftric  flame 
Of  beauty  darts  thro'  all  the  frame'; 
While  Britain's  darling,  Britain's  pride, 

Whofe  breaft  with  ev'ry  grace  is  ftor'd,. 
Shall  deign,  in  courteous  mood,  to  guide 

The  pleafures  of  our  fecial  board ; 
While  thus  we  frolic  frank  and  free, 
All  bail,  fweet  H  armony,  to  thee ! 


VERSES 


[     i8i     ] 
VERSES  LEFT  AT  THE  WHITE  LION,  CALAIS, 

SUPPOSED    TO    BE    WRITTEN    BY    MRS.    PIOZZI. 

Over  mountains,  rivers,  vallies. 

Here  are  we  return'd  to  Calais, 

After  all  their  taunts  and  malice, 

Entering  fafe  the  gates  of  Calais. 

While  confin'd,  our  Captain  dallies. 

Waiting  for  a  wind  at  Calais, 

Wand'ring  mufe,  prepare  fome  fallies, 

To  divert  the  hours  at  Calais. 

Turkifli  fliips,  Venetian  gallies. 

Have  we  feen  fince  laft  at  Calais  ; 

But  though  Hogarth,  rogue  who  rallies^ 

Ridicules  the  French  at  Calais, 

We  who've  walk'd  o'er  many  a  palace,, 

Well  content  return  to  Calais ; 

For  ftriking  honeftly  the  tallies. 

There's  little  choice  'twixt  them  and  Calais. 

ITS  COMPANION,  AT  THE  SHIP  INN,  DOVERr' 

APPARENTLY    BY    THE    SAME    HAND. 

Jnl  E  whom  fair  winds  have  wafted  over, 
Firil  hails  his  native  land  at  Dover, 

And 
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And  doubts'  not  but  }ie  fliall  difcover 
Pleafure  in  every  path  round  Dover ; 
Envies  the  happy  crows  that  hover 
About  old  Shakefpeare's  Cliff  at  Dover^ 
Nor  once  refle<5ls  that  each  young  rover 
Feels  juftthe  fame^  return*dto  Dover  ;  ' 

Hoping,  though  poor,  to  live  in  clover^ 
Once  lately  pafs'd  the  Straits  of  Dover  : 
But  he  alone  his  countrj-'s  lover, 
Who,  abfent  long,  comes  home  to  Dover, 
•  And  can,  by  fair  experience,  prove  her 
The  beft  he  has  feen  fince  laft  at  Dover^ 

THE      BRITISH      PHOENIX. 

TO    THE    HONOURABLE    MRS.    DAMER, 

irPON  SEEING  THE  HEADS  OF  THE  THAMES  AND 
ISIS,  DONE  BY  HER  ON  THE  KEY  STONES  OF  THE 
CENTRE    ARCH    OF    HENLEY    BRIDGE, 

1  IS  faidone  Phcenix,  and  but  one,  appears 
"Within  a  circle  of  five  hundred  years : 
Far  in  Arabia's  wilds  the  Bird,  confin'd. 
But  for  its  afhes,  might  have  'fcap'd  mankind. 
Nature  of  fuch  a  partial  boon  afliam'd, 
For  other  climes  this  rarity  has  fram'd. 
Our  Phoenix,  now  in  Sculptor's  form  we  trace- 
May  Thames  and  llis  grateful  own  her  face* 

For 
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For  long  as  Ifis  fliall  with  ambient  ^ave 

The  claffic  walls  of  fair  Oxonia  lave  ; 

Long  as  together  both,  in  ampler  tide, 

Shall  add  frefli  glories  to  Augufta's  pride. 

And  on  expanded  bofom  waft  from  far, 

The  fruits  of  Commerce,  or  the  fpoils  of  War ; 

So  long,  to  late  pofterity'sfurvey. 

Shall  Henley'^s  Arch  the  featur'd  pair  difplay, 

Tranfmitting  thus  the  lovely  fculptor's  powers, 

Who  caught  this  art  from  Greece,  and  fixM  it  ours ! 


FORFEITS. 

vV  H I LE  with  the  fwains  and  nymphs  at  play. 

The  fair,  who  gueft  amifs, 
By  joint  confent,  was  doom'd  to  pay 

The  forfeit  of  a  kifs. 

Laura  was  out — my  confcious  mind 

Could  fcarce  its  blifs  believe. 
To  hear  my  happy  felf  defign'd 

Her  forfeit  to  receive. 

Softly  to  her's  my  lips  were  laid. 

Then  breathed  a  iigh  to  part ; 
No  forfeit  there  I  gain'd — but  paid 

The  forfeit  of  my  heart. 


THE 
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THE     LOSS     RESTORED, 

AN         EPIGRAM, 

FOR    THE    FASHIONABLE    ADMIRERS    OF    A    POPULAR 
HISTORIAN. 

When  Fate  had  decreed, 

The  world  fhould  be  freed 
From  thofe  infidels  Hume  and  Voltaire : 

The  fiends  all  below, 

Except  our  arch  foe, 
At  each  other  moii  grifly  did  flare.-— 

*'  Our  int'reft  on  earth, 

*'  One  foul  won't  be  worth, 
*'  When  leave  it  fxich  praife-vjorthy  tools.''* 

Elated  with  pride 

The  old  Anarch  reply'd, 
*'  What  a  fct  of  felf  hood-wink'd  fooU 

*'  For  did  you  defcry 

"  With  circumfpeifl  eye, 
*'  And  clear  judgement,  the  fubje(Sl  you're  glib  on, 

".Like  me  you'd  perceive, 

"  The  lofs  you  bereave, 
"  i?^^arV  million-fold  in  a  gibbon.'* 

W,  S. 

E  r  I- 
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EPIGRAM. 

GIBBON      A      CHRIST  lA^r. 

EnTHUSIATS,  Lutherans,  and  Monks,' 
Jews,  Syndics,  Cahinifts,  andPimks, 

Gibbon  an  Atheift  call ; 
Whilft  ho,  unhurt,  in  placid  mood. 
To  prove  hinafelf  a  Chriftian  good, 

Kindly  forgives  them  all. 

T'OTHER  SLAP;  OR,  GIBBON  A  DEITY, 

AN     EPIGRAM. 

JMo  fooner  a  i)^«tf«we  Gibbon  pronounce, 

Than  a  Deity's  aft  he  begins ; 
And  deals  out  to  all,  in  ?L'well-t:med  bounce^ 

Univerfal  remiffion  of  fins. 
A  Deity — highly  diftinguiflied  in  footh. 
Who  f>ariio»Sj  asjin^ers,  all  iellers  of  truths 

EPISTLE 

TO    THE    MARQJTIS    IPPOLITO    PINDEMONTE,    AT- 

VERONA. 

BY    VVM.    PARSONS,   ES(i. 

W  HERE  (lately  Venice  views  with  confcious  pridtt 
Palladian  flruftures  in  her  trembling  fide, 


And 
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And  bids  with  annually  repeated  vows 
The  I'olemn  Doge  his  gieen-hair'd  bride  efpoufe  ; 
As  in  old  time  the  nuptial  pomp  was  feen, 
Of  Peleus  and  his  filver-flipper'd  Qiieen  ; 
There,  Imce  the  favage  Turk  o'erturn'd  her  fane, 
In  the  fair  *  Ifle  thatown'd  her  blifsful  reign. 
The  Cyprian  goddefs  all  her  power  difplay?, 
And  bids  new  vot'ries  kneel,  new  altars  blaze  j 
There,  for  a  while  her  winning  influence  ftole 
In  gentle  languors  on  my  captive  foul. 
To  Pleafiu'e's  ev'ry  haunt  at  eafe  convey'd, 
In  the  foft  gondola  fupinely  laid  : 
No  other  cares  could  then  my  thoughts  employ, 
But  indolent  to  glide  from  joy  to  joy ; 
In  fprightly  converfe  fpeed  the  hours  away 
At  the  throng'd  Fairf ,  or  the  Cafs-ino  gay ; 
O'er  the  wide  Theatre's  half  circle  range, 
Tranfported  with  the  fond  purfuits  of  change  j 
While  in  each  box  new  charms  mine  eyes  engage,. 
Nor  let  them  ever  wander  to  the  ftage  ; 
Prolong  at  Beauty's  fide,  fupremely  bleft, 
The  blithe  repaft,  'till  Phoebus  warn'd  to  reft ; 
Lead  thro*  the  mazy  dance  her  nimble  feet, 
Or  prefs  her  wanton  in  the  lone  retreat  I 

*  Cyprus,  once  belonging  to  the  Venetians. 

f  A  Fair,  though  no  place  of  fafhionablc  lefort  in  England,  is  at 
Venice  frequented  by  the  belt  company. 

Mean 


Mean  while,  enfeebled  by  thefe  foft  delights. 
No  more  each  ferious  talk  my  foul  invites : 
.But  nature's  felf  was  blotted  from  my  thought, 
With  all  the  wond'rous  works  the  arts  have  wrought. 
Forgot  each  charm  the  rural  profpeft  yields, 
"  The  pomp  of  groves,  and  garniture  of  fields  ;'*' 
Forgot  each  darling  object  that  from. home 
Led  my  free  fteps  through  foreign  lands  to  roam  ; 
The  late  found  coin's  time-confecrated  rufl-, 
The  glowing  canvas,  and  the  breathing  buft  ; 
Of  architedts  renown'd,  each  chafte  defign ; 
Th'  Italian  Mufe's  rich  poetic  mine  ! 
Ah  !  how  unlike  to  thee,  whom  ftill  fccure 
In  Pleafure's  lap  fair  Science  can  allure  : 
Nor  more  thy  own  UlyfTes  *  could  difdaia 
The  cup  Circean,  or  the  Syren's  {train. 

But  fudden,  when  1  left  th*  enchanted  ifles. 
And  faw  around  the  fpring's  returning  fmiles, 
(Unmalk'd  before  the  feafon's  gradual  courfe). 
My  wonted  taftes  return'd  with  double  force. 
Like  one  long  toft  on  the  tempcftuous  main, 
Who  joys  to  view  his  parent  earth  again  ; 
The  green-leaf  fliiv'ring  in  the  balmy  gale, 
The  flowers  that  fcent  the  dew-befprinkled  vale  t 
The  vines  in  rich  feftoons  fo  gaily  hung, 
The  tender  blade,  which  feem'd  that  inoment  fpruag ; 

*  In  alluHon  to  a  Tragedy  written  by  the  Marquis  on  the  fubjc£t  of 
^Kc  lail  book  of  Homer's  Odyffey. 

Raised 
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RaisM  in  my  foul  fuch  tranfports  and  furprifc,  , 

I  thought  *  Elyfium  opening  to  my  eyes ! 

While  thefe  emotions  Mem'ry  loves  to  trace, 
She  gives  Verona  a  diftinguifli'd  place  ; 
Wh.ere  ftill  the  vaft  Arena  towers  fublime. 
Stupendous  work,  that  mocks  the  rage  of  time  I 
Where  foaming  Adige  with  rapid  force 
Thro'  antique  arches  rolls  his  founding  courfe ; 
Where  Fancy,  Science,   Taile,  with  thee  reiide^ 
With  thee,  whofe  friendfhip  is  my  lot  and  pride ! 
And  -j-  Hill  (lie  adds  the  gen'rous  Albert's  name, 
Meek  nature's  lover,  with  entluiliaft  flame. 
Led  up  the  hills  by  his  attentive  care, 
To  view  her  fcenes  and  breathe  the  morning  air  |, 
While  he  unlock'd  his  learning's  copious  ftore, 
Whate'er  we  faw,  his  converfe  chai'm'd  me  more. 
And  lov'd  Pagani,  who,  in  tuneful  lays. 
Has  fung  fo  well  the  obje6t  of  my  praife. 
Fair  Beatrice — ^Were  mine  his  accents  fweet,. 
Each  Tufcan  echo  fliould  that  name  repeat  I. 
Illuftrious  City  !  may  thy  modern  fame 
Rival  the  luilre  of  thine  ancient  name : 

*  At  Venice  therf  are  neither  ficlsis  nor  gardens,  fo  that  the  progrefs 
of  tlie  fcafons  is  quite  imperceptible. 

•f-  The  autiior  could  not  avoid  paying  this  fmall  tribute  of  efteem  to 
yerfons,  whofe  kindnel's  and  agreeable  converfation  he  muft  ever  remem" 
ber  with  ciatituJe  and  delight. 
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l*^or  ftill  thy  fons  the  fav'ring  mufe  infpires, 
And  thy  fair  daughters  fliare  her  genial  fires. 
Round  female  brows  when  living  laurels  twine,  "j 

Broader  they  fpread,  and  more  refplendent  fliind  ;  J. 

Exult — a  Verza,  a  Mofconi's  thine.  J 

Now  fever'd  from  thole  feats  of  focial  joy, 

The  arts  alone  my  mufing  hours  employ  ; 

For  now  no  more  the  blue-ey'd  Pleafures  rove 

Arno's  green  banks,  or  Boboli,  thy  grove ! 

O'er  the  chang'd  fcene  his  baleful  pinions  fpread, 

Wliile  the  fierce  Auflrian  eagle  rears  the  head. 

Like  tim'rous  doves,  his  ravening  beak  they  fly. 

To  fport  and  flutter  in  a  kinder  fky ! 
Confol'd  by  ftudy,  here  I  find  repofe, 

Each  quiet  day  in  even  tenor  flows  ; 

And  the  fam'd  Gallery,  to  my  curious  fight, 

Prefents  exhauftlefs  fnbjefts  of  delight. 

Chief  to  the  lov''d  Tribuna's  *  facred  feat, 

Full  oft  my  rapt'rous  vifits  I  repeat. 

'?■  The  name  of  that  room  belonging  to  the  Gallery  in  which  the  mnft 
\-a]ucd  pieces  of  painting  and  fculpture  are  prcfcrvcJ.  What  is  gene- 
rally called  Titian's  Venus  is  here  confidci-ed  only  as  a  beautiful  woman, 
as  ihe  has  none  of  the  ufual  attendants  of  the  Goddels.  The  Samian 
Maid  is  the  Sibyl,  and  Raphael's  Saint  the  St.  John.  Theftatue  of  the 
Liftener  is  commonly  known  by  the  name  of  Arrotino,  and  fuppofed  to 
reprefcnt  the  flax  e  who  firft  difcovered  Cataline's  confplracy.  It  fccms 
almoft  unneccffliry  to  add,  that  the  Venus  is  the  famous  Venus  of 
Mcdicis. 

Hence 


t     190    ] 

Hence,  ye  prophane,  whom  luft  of  wealth  or  power 

Forbid  to  know  one  tafteful  feeling  hour ! 

Hence  boill'rous  Mirth,  of  manners  coarfe  and  rude ! 

Hence  gloomy  Care,  nor  here  your  Heps  intrude ! 

Thus  undifturb'd,  vvhene'et  1  look  around. 

Some  matchlefs  work  on  ev'ry  fide  is  found. 

On  the  foftbed  fee  Titian's  Fair  recline, 

Her  naked  charms  that  with  full  luftre  fliine; 

Her  wanton  eyes,  that  "  dart  contagious  fire," 

Prompt  the  loofc  wifh,  and  lawlefs  love  infpire, 

In  tender  Guide's  fofterftile  expreft, 

With  heaven-fix'd  eye,  and  arms  that  crofs  her  breaii» 

The  meek  Madona's  looks,  devout  and  pure, 

Tochafter,  livelier  blifs  my  hopes  allure. 

""  Rapt  into  future  times,"  the  Samian  Maid, 

By  bold  Guercino's  powerful  hand  difplay'd, 

Tranfported  the  prophetic  flame  receives : 

How  vain,  if  winds  difperfe  the  faithful  leaves ! 

A  ftronger  infpiration  ihines  confeft 

In  Raphael's  Saint,  and  fills  his  lab'ring  breaft  j 

In  bloom  of  youth  while  he  fequefter'd  dwells 

'Mid  defart  wilds,  rude  rocks,  and  gloomy  dells ; 

His  wide-extended  arm  and  ardent  eye 

Proclaim  his  hallow'd  miffion  from  on  high  ! 

Much  more  of  Picture's  toil  adorn  the  v/alls. 

But  Sculpture  too  my  admiration  calls. 

How  each  fierce  wrelller  ftrains  his  finewy  frame, 

Exulting  That,  and  This  deprefsM  with  fhame  1 

What 
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What  fix'd  attention  in  his  face  appears, 

Who  unobferv'd  tlie  dreadful  project  hears  ; 

And  while  dark  plotting  Treafon  fpreads  around, 

His  work  fufpends  to  drink  the  fearful  folind! 

As  if  from  Tempe's  vale  by  magic  drawn, 

How  full  of  mirth  and  glee  the  dancing  Fawn  ! 

Such  forms  poetic  eyes  alone  have  feeii 

Skim  the  green  lawn,  or  glance  thick  fliades  between  t 

What  wond'rous  grace,  and  harmony  divine, 

In  young  Apollo's  fair  proportions  fliine ! 

Nor  thefe  can  long  detain  my  eager  fight. 

While  Venus'  flill  more  jjerfeft  charms  invite  ; 

Great  mafter-piece  of  art,  above  all  praife. 

Grown  to  the  fpot,  I  there  could  e\xr  gaze ; 

Pygmalion-likc  enamoiu-'d  of  a  Hone, 

Heave  the  vain  figh,  and  pour  the  fruitlefs  moan  ! 

And  frequent  by  the  taper's  trembling  light, 
Sweet  poefy  beguiles  the  fleeting  night  ; 
Whether  his  page  I  turn,  whole  fong  hath  told 
Of  pious  *  arms,  led  on  by  Godfrey  bold ; 
Or  his  f  of  beauteous  Dames  and  burnifli'd  Knights, 
Fierce  wars,  and  courteous  deeds,  and  lovers  delights ; 
Or  loft  in  grief  o'er  Laura's  mournful  bier. 
With  Petrarch  drop  the  fadly-plealing  tear  ; 

*■  Canto  Tarme  f'lctnfi,  e  il  Capttano.     Tasso. 

\  Lc  domC)  itavalier,  Tarmff  gli  anion,  U  cortff.e.     AniosTO. 


or 
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Or  in  thy  verfe  brave  Eliott's  glory  view, 
And  the  pro\id  ftory  t)f  his  fame  purfne, 
Which  loftier  honours  from  a  ftraiiger  gains. 
Than  from  his  native  Mufe's  warbled  ftrains. 
The  Britifli  tube  thus  foreign  fages  rear. 
To  trace  the  wonders  of  the  flarry  fphere  ; 
And  while  each  Conftellation's  brighter  fliewn, 
JPrefer  our  ftronger  glafles  to  their  own. 

Fiorenccy  2\th  July^   1785.  W.  P, 

ODE, 

IN    COMMEMORATION    OF    TUE 

GLORIOUS    REVOLUTION, 

M.DCC.LXXXVIir. 
BY    W.    MASON,    M.  A. 

J.  T  is  not  age,  creative  fancy's  foe. 

Foe  to  tlie  finer  feelings  of  the  foul, 
Shali  dare  forbid  the  lyric  rapture  flow  ; 
Scorning  its  chill  controul. 
He,  at  the  vernal  mom  of  youth. 
Who  breath'd,  to  liberty,  and  triith, 
Frefli  incenfe  from  his  votive  lyre, 
In  life's  autumnal  eve,  agayi 
Shall,  at  their  (hrine,  refume  the  flrain. 
And  fwcep  the  vetQian  chords  with  renovated  fire. 

Warm 
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Warm  to  hia.own,  and  to  his  country's  breaft, 

Twice  fifty  brilliant  years  the  theme  have  born«,    •    _ 
And  each,  through  all  its  varying  feafons,  bleil 
By  that  aufpicious  morn, 
Which  gilding  Naffau's  patriot  prow, 
Gave  Britain's  anxious  eyes  to  know 

The  fource  whence  now  her  bleffings  fpriag  ; 
She  favv  him  from  that  prow  defcend, 
.And  in  the  hero  hail'd  the  friend  ; 
A  name,  when  Britain  fpeaks,  that  dignifies  her  King, 

In  folemn  ftate  flie  led  him  to  the  throne, 

Whence  bigot  zeal  and  lawlefs  power  had  fled, 
Where  juftice  fix'dthe  abdicated  crown 
On  his  viftorious  head. 

Was  there  an  angel  in  the  fky, 

That  glow'dnot  withcelefrialjoy, 

When  Freedom,  in  her  native  charms, 

Defcended  from  her  throne  of  iighr, 

On  eagle  plumes,  to  blefs  the  rite, 
Rccall'd  by  Britain's  voice,  reflor'd  by  Naflau's  arms ! 

Sure  then,  triumphant  on  the  car  of  Time, 

The  fifler  Years  in  gradual  train  have  roU'd, 
Andfeen  the  Goddefs  from  her  fpherc  fublimc, 
The  fac red  page  unfold, 
Infcriu'd  by  Ker's  and  Nassau's  hands. 
On  whicli  the  hallovv'd  charter  ftunds, 
VpL.  III.  K  Thn 
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That  bids  Britannia's  fons  be  free  ; 
And,  ns  they  pafs'd,  each  white-rob'd  year 
Has  fiin_g  to  her  relponlive  fphcre, 
Hail  to  the  charter'd  rights  of  Britifh  Liberty ! 

Still  louder  left  the  foul-expanding  ftrain, 

Ye  future  years !  while,  from  her  ftarry  throne, 
^gain  file  comes  to  magnify  her  reign, 
And  make  the  world  her  own. 
Her  fire  e'en  France  prefumes  to  feel, 
A-nd  half  unflieaths  the  patriot  (led. 

Enough  the  monarch  to  difmay, 
Whoe'er,  with  rebel  pride,  withdraws 
His  own  allegiance  from  the  laws 
That  guard  the  People's  rights,  that  rein  the  Sovereign's 
fway. 

Hark !  how  from  either  India's  fultry  bound. 

From  regions  girded  by  the  burning  zone, 
Her  all-attentive  ear,  with  figh  profound. 
Has  heard  the  captive  moan  : 

Has  heard,  and  ardent  in  the  caufc 

Of  all,  that  free  by  Nature's  laws. 
The  avarice  of  her  fons  enthralls ; 

She  comes,  by  truth  and  mercy  led. 

And,'  bending  her  benignant  head. 
Thus  on  the  feraph  pair  in  fuppliant  ftrains  flie  calls  : 

"  Lens 
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"  Long  have  I  lent  to  my  Britannia's  hands 

That  trident  which  controuls  the  willing  fea. 
And  bade  her  circulate  to  diftant  lands 
Each  blifs  deriv'd  from  mc. 

Shall  then  her  Commerce  fpread  the  fail, 

For  gain  accurs'd,  and  court  the  gale. 
Her  throne,  her  fov'reignto  difgrace  ; 

Daring,  (what  will  not  Commerce  dare  ! ) 

Beyond  the  ruthlefs  wafte  of  war. 
To  deal  deftrudion  jound,  and  thin  the  human  race  •? 

*'  Proclaim  it  not  before  th'  eternal  throne 

Of  Him,  the  fire  of  univerfal  love  ; 
But  wait  till  all  my  fons  your  influence  ot",'n, 
Ye  envoys  from  above !  - 

O  wait,  at  this  precarious  hour, 

When,  in  the  pendent  fcale  of  power, 
My  rights  and  Nature's  trembling  lye ; 

D«  thou,  fweeU  Mercy !  touch  the  beam, 

Till  lightly,  as  the  feather'd  dream, 
Afcends  the  earthly  drofs  of felfifli  policy. 

"  Do  thou,  fair  Tnith !  as  did  thy  mafter  mild, 
Who,  fiU'd  with  all  the  power  of  Godhead,  came 
To  purify  the  fouls,  by  guilt  defil'd, 
With  Faith's  celeftial  flame  ; 
Tell  them,  'tis  Heaven's  benign  decree 
That  all,  of  Chriftian  liberty, 

K  z  Ti'.e 
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The  pcace-iniplring  gale  fliould  breathe : 
IVlay  then  that  nation  hope  to  claim 
The  glory  of  the  Chriftianname, 
That  loads   fraternal  tribes   with  bondage  woife  than 
death  ? 

*'  Tell  them,  they  vainly  grace,  with  feftive  joy. 

The  day  that  freed  them  from  Opprellion's  rod. 
At  Slavery's  mart,  who  barter  and  who  buy 
The  image  of  their  God. 
But  peace ! — their  confcience  feels  the  wrong  ; 
From  Britain's  congregated  tongue, 
Repentant  breaks  the  choral  lay, 
"  Not  unto  us,  indulgent  Heav'n, 
*'  In  partial  flream,  be  Freedom  gtv'n, 
♦•  But  pour  her  treafures  wide,  and  guard  with  legal 
^'fway!"  N 


E     P     I      G      R      A      Ar, 

^pO    M-   ■      ■    ,     ESQi     A    doVERNOR    OF    THE    DISSENT- 
ING   COLLEGE,    AT    HOMMERTON, 

—    ■         Adhuc  a  me  dljlicha  paucapetis. 

MARTIALIS. 


At  Oxford  and  Cambridge  no  Reform  can  be  had, 
Since  every  one  knows  they're  already  too  bad. 

But 
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But  at  our  Nevj  College^  'tis  by  mofl:  underftood, 
That  every  thing  there  is  already — too  good. 
*  Too  good  and  too  bad  are  two  fools  that  I  hate  ;. 
Get  but  rid  oithefirjly  leave  the  other  to  fate.    . 

IMUSACADEMICUSr 


TO    THE    RIGHT    HONOURABLE 

LADY    CHARL0TT:E     GORDON, 

DreJJed  in  a   Turtan   Scotch  Bonnet^    vjith  Plumes^  &C. 

BY    DR.    BEATTEI. 

VV  H  Y,  Lady,  wilt  thou  bind  thy  lovely  brow 
With  the  dread  femblance  of  that  warlike  helm  ; 

That  nodding  plume,  and  wreathe  of  various  glow, 
That  grac'd  the  chiefs  of  Scotia's  antient  realm i 

Thou  know'ft,  that  virtue  is  of  power  the  fource, 

•  And  all  her  magic  to  thy  eyes  is  given  ; 

Wc  own  their  empire,  while  we  feel  their  force. 
Beaming  with  the  benignity  of  Heaven. 

*  Too  good  and  too  bad,  the  knaves,  our  author  tells  us,  he  hates> 
the  reader  will  obfcrve,  by  the  figure  Profopopeia,  ftand  for  Ikentiouf- 
Uifs  and  puritanical  prccijion. 

Lei!  or,  Solve:   taces  Ji^mu/af^ue.    . .  .  ■  i  iV  a  l  e. 

K  3  The 
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The  plumy  helmet,  and  the  martial  mien, 
Might  dignify  Minerva's  awful  charms  j 

But  more  refiftlefs  far  the  Cyprian  Queen- 
Smiles,  graces,  gentlenefs,  her  only  arms. 


EPIGRAM. 

At  Johnfon'sVleath,  both  fexes  join 
His  charadler  to  undermine  j 
Poclaim  his  courtefy  to  Scots, 
And  tell  us  ftupid  anecdotes.    . 
*Tis  now  thy  turn,  Mujlcian  Knight, 
Fublifli,  and  damn  his  fain^  outright. 


IMPROMPTU.      , 

WR.    GREATHEED    AND     HIS.  TRAGEDY. 

CrI  ES  Greatheed,    "  if  my  meaning  few  can  tell, 
*♦  My  words,  at  leaft,  are  fuch  as  Shakefpeare  wrqte  ;" 

Thus  fenfelefs,  dnmken  Steph'no,  in  his  cell, 
Leaves  Profpero's  wand,  and  fteals  his  old  great  coah 


THE 
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THE     BATH      FRACAS. 

A  L  O  N  E— had  Mara  gone  to  Bath^ 
To  drink-^tojing — to  dance — or  laugh, 

She'd  had  e'en  Blaudud''^  pray'rs  ; 
As  'twas — \\tx  charms  \\&x&  all  in  vain,, 
For  thofe  who  lik'd  full  well  her  flrain, 
-    i)//?/'yiyherfpofo's  airs  I  / 

EPIGRAM 
•N  boswell's   journey   of   a  tour   to   the 

HEBRIDES. 

L 

^A'  HEN  Jamie  Bofwell  took  his  pen 

The  DotSlor's  fayings  to  record  j 
Profeflbrs  look'd  like  common  men, 
And  Johnfon  of  the  Clan  the  Lord, 

ir. 

Wliate'er  the  Doftor  blunder'd  out, 

Let  it  be  profe  or  be  it  verfe^ 
Jamie  wrote  down  without  one  dotibt, 

And  priz'd  it,  as  it  had  been  Erfe^ 

K  4  HL  But 
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lut "could  it  be  poor  Johnfon's  fafe 
To  read  thefe  pages,  as  'tis  mine  j 

The  folio  thrown  at  Olbome's  pate, 
Dear  Jamie,  would  be  thrown  at  thine, 

SO        N        G. 
BY      PETER     PINDAR,     ESQ^ 

Xi  O  W  bright  were  the  blufties  of  Morn, 
How  fweet  was  the  fong  of  the  Grove, 

Ere  Cynthia  thus  left  mc  forlorn, 
And  frowning  forbade  me  to  love  ! 

My  ftreams  I  was  wont  to  adore— 

My  flocks  bleated  mufic  around  ; 
And,  Ihepherds,  I  lov'd  them  the  more, 

Becaufe  flie  was  pleas 'd  with  the  found. 

Dear  Cynthia!  ah,,  who  could  behold 

A  damfel  with  beauty  fo  bleft, 
Nor  wifli  in  his  arms  to  unfold. 

Such  charms  as  were  never  pofTefl ! 

Oh  attend,  thou  fair  caufe  of  my  woes ! 
Ob,  refufe  not  to  hear  me  complain  ! 

Thy  fniile  hath  undone  my  rei.-ofe, 
And  that  only  caablcls  n.e  again. 


$  G  N  G. 
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SONG. 

BY     THE    SAME, 

DOOM'D  by  my  Fortxine's  fickle  ftar, 

Dear  maid !  1  feek  the  dang'rous  wave, 
Condemn'd  from  thee  to  wander  far— - 

To  Love  and  Delia's  charms  a  flave.— 

Yet  e'er  ihy  balmy  lips  I  leave, 

And  quit  that  bofom's  fnowy  white, 
Gh,  N\'Tnph  !  my  tears,  my  fighs  receive, , 

And  grant  m.e  thine,  my  laft  delight. 

On  each  bright  tear  fiiall  Fancy  dwell, , 

And  Mem'ry  each  foft  figh  reftore ;  ] 
Thus  doat  upon  the  fweet  farewell, . 

Like  mifers  on  their  golden  ftore.. 

A  B  S  E  N  C  E. T  O      CYNTHIA;. 

BY    THE    SAMEt 

ri  E  R  E,  Cynthia,  let  thy  beauty  beam, . 

Too  long  yon  vallies  have  been  bleft ; . 
Too  long  yon  fountain's  happy  ftream 

Hath  borne  thine  image  on  its  breait. 

K  5  Oh^. 
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OI»,  hafte  to  thefe  deferted  bowers ! 

And  him  whofe  fighs  hare  pierc'd  thy  grove. 
To  tell  what  forrows  load  the  hours, 

Whilli  others  flrive  to  gain  thy  love. 

Sweet  wand'rer,  liften  to  my  pray'r, 

Return,  and  banifli  ev'ry  figh  ; 
Oh,  hafte!  ifaught  I  boaftbe  fair, 

And  hold  a  charm  for  Cynthia's  eye. 

Jn  vain  I  a(k — my  fighs  are  varn, 

Th'  admiring  fwains  withhold  the  maiJy 

Whofe  fmiles  are  funfhine  to  their  plain, 
Whofe  abfence  forms  ^  midnight  fliadc  \ 

S         O         N         G. 

/ 

■    BY    THE    SAME. 

How  longfliall  haplefs  Colin  mourn 

The  cold  regard  of  Delia's  eye  ? 
The  heart  whofe  only  guilt  is  love,  « 

Can  Delia's  foftnefs  doom  to  die  ? 

Sweet  is  thy  name  to  Colin's  cars  I 
Thy  beaiuies,  ah  !  divinely  bright— 

In  one  fliort  hour  by  Delia's  fide, 
I  pafs  wht)le  ages  of  delight. 


Yet 
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Yet  though  I  lov*d  thee  more  than  Kfcy  . 

Not  to  difpleafe  a  cruel  maid, 
My  tongue  forbore  its  fondeft  tale. 

And  murniur'd  in  the  diftant  fliade. 

What  happier  fliepherd  has  thy  fmile, 

A  blifs  for  which  I  hourly  pine  ? 
Some  fwain,  pcthaps,  vvhofe  fertile  \  ale, 

Whofe  fleecy  flocks  are  more  than  mine. 

Few  are  the  vales  thiit  Colin  boafts, 

And  few  the  flocks  thofe  vales  that  rove  ; 

I  court  not  Delia's  heart  with  wealth, 
A  nobler  bribe  I  oftef Love. 

Vet  fliould  the  virgin  yield  her  hand, 
~  And,  thoughtlefs,  wed  for  wealth  alone— 
The  aft  may  make  my  bofom  bleed, 
Butfurely  cannot  blefs  hcro-jon. 

IN    IMITATION    OF    SPENSER,. 

JFrllten  at  Santa  Cruz,  in  ihe  IJland  of  TeneriSe,    an^ 

fait  /fl  Donna  Antonietta  De  R ,  a  SpaniJ):  youn[^ 

hady ;   vjrittcn  at  her  Villa  on  that  Ijland* 

BY    THE    SAME. 

15  E  HOL  D  in  thofe  lorn  fliades  a  damfel  dwelT-— 

I  ween  the  faireft  amongft  :ill  the  fair; 
Av.hiic  doth  Virtue  bid  her  fky  farewell, 

ToIiVe  with  Sylvii,  palTir^  all  compare ;  ^ 

K  6  r,kc 


Xke  Innocence  doth  leave  her  bower  aborr. 
To  join  her  gentle  lifter  of  the  grove. 

Yet  what  availetb,  beauteous  maid,  thy  mien. 

To  mortals  driven  from  thy  dark  retreat  ? 
Ah,  what  thy  fparkling  eyn  of  peerlefs  fheen, 

Sith  lovers  are  forbidden  from  thy  feat  1 
Soothly  the  balms  of  Araby  the  bleft 

Are  noughtj  if  unenjoy'd  their  fragrance  flream  t 
What  is  fair  Luna  from  her  filv'iy  veft. 

If  ne'er  fhe  {heweth  to  the  world  her  beam  ? 
Then  break  like  Luna  from  her  cloud  of  night, 

And  glad  us,  lovely  virgin,  with  thy  light. 
"For  thee,  the  Poet  heaveth  fighs  how  deep  ! 
'     Yet,  yet  unheard,  tliey  mingle  v/ith  the  wind— — 
Ah,  virgin  I  well  my  artlefs  lays  may  v/eep, 

Sith  Spenfer  haplefs  plain'd  for  Rofalind  : 
Spenfer,  whofefweet  fong  far  furpaffeth  mine— ^ 
As  Rofalinda's  beauties  yield  to  thine. 
Y'^ettruftme,  /air  one,  I  will  verfe  indite. 

And  thou  the  fubjeft  foft,  to  bring  me  praife  ; 
Tho'  love  be  cruel,  yet  for  laud  I'll  write, 

Aad  immortality  rauft  crown  my  lays  ; 
Tor  fith  thy  charms  fo  much  delighten  FamCj 
She'll  fufFer  nought  to  die  that  holds  thy  name. 


S  O  N- 
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SONNET. 

BY    BERTIE     GREATHEED,    ESC^. 

When  Emma  firft  I  faw,  divinely  fair, 
On  Arno's  banks  flie  gaily  feem'd  to  rove, 
Her  azure  eye  was  full  of  Joy  and  Love, 

And  fportive  ringlets  grac'd  her  auburn  hair. 

Fatal  reverfe !  Now  clouded  with  defpair 

Is  that  fweet  brow  !  All  fad  flie  feeks  the  grove, 
With  forrow-fwoUen  eye,  and,  like  the  dove. 

Bewails  her  mate,  with  breaft  of  heaving  care. 

Nor  do  I  caufe,  nor  can  I  cure  her  woe  ; 

Alas !  not  I :    Were  mine  the  foothing  art, 
Endlefs  embraces  fliould  relief  bellow. 

Too  much  her  cheerful  mien  inflam'd  my  heart ; 
But  now  thofe  pearly  tears  inceiTant  flow. 

My  tortur'd  foul  mull  feel  incelTant  fmart. 

LINES 

TO    THE    MEMORY    OF    MRS*    TICKELL, 

ivEPLETE  with  every  charm  to  win  the  heart» 
Tofoothe  life's  forrows,  or  its  joys  impart, 
■  Soft — timid — elegant !  her  beauteous  mien 
Befpoke  the  feeling — gentle  mind  within. 

z  Torn 
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Tom  from  her  Hufband's  fond  adoring  arms, 
Trom  Friends  who  weep  her  matchlefs  worth  and  charmSj 
By  pale  difeafe,  which  on  her  beauties  prey'd, 
Her  rofes  blighted,  and  her  form  decay 'd;  \ 

They — like  the  graces  of  her  virtuous  mind — 
Were  not  for  weak  Mortality  defign*d  ! 
Thus  the  fweet  tub'rofe,  in  the  thorny  fliade, 
Whofe  flowrets  wither,  and  whofe  honours  fade^ 
Till  foft'ring  dews  and  funfliine's  cheering  ray 
Again  call  forth  its  beauties  into  day- 
Thug,  'midft  the  agonizing  tears  of  woe, 
Truth  whifpers  from  the  grave — Tl'usJ/jaU  thou  bloiv  / 
There  is  a  coming  morn  Ihall  bid  thee  rife, 
And  in  the  bloom  of  Virtue  grace  yon  fkies, 
Where  Truth  and  Piety  fliall  live  fublime. 
And  Worth  fiiall  find  its  own  congenial  clime. 
Then  mourn  not  that  the  SainI,  thus  undifmay'd, 
Died — at  that  dread  command — flie  e'er  obey'd. 


TO        SLEEP. 

First  round  my  brows  a  poppy  wreath  I'llbind, 
Gathered,  while  moiften'd  with  the  falling  dew, 

With  ivy  tendrils  round  their  ftems  entwin'd — 
Then,  to  the  God  of  Sleep,  my  fong  purfue. 

Hail, 


[      207      1 

Hail,  balmy  Sleep !  thou  offspring  of  the  night ! 

Alone  of  thee  the  Miife  delights  to  fing  ; 
Bend  hitherwards  thy  gentle  airy  flight, 

And  o'er  me  drop  thy  dark  extended  wing. 

Thy  facred  influence  to  my  foul  impart. 

And  on  my  couch,  oh,  "  Partial  Sleep  !"  defcend  ; 
'Tis  thou  alone  can'fl:  footh  my  grief-worn  heart, 

"  Nature's  beft  nurfe,"  and  Sorrow's  gentleft,  friend. 

Spread  wide  thine  arms,  and  fold  me  to  thy  breail  j 
There  I  can  tafte  the  blefllings  of  repofe  : 

Then,  with  my  forrows,  (hall  I  fink  to  reft, 
And  calm  Oblivion  mitigate  my  woes. 

SONG. 

-DRIGHT  hope  now  glads  my  ftricken  breafl, 

So  long  the  feat  of  cold  defpair  ; 
Each  harftier  thought  is  hufli'dto  reft, 

And  Love  refumes  his  empire  there. 

So  through  the  gloomy  darkfome  vale. 

The  fun  darts  forth  his  glancing  ray  j 
Bids  noifome  fogs  and  dews  exhale. 

And  leads  in  all  its  glare  the  dav. 


THE 
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THE     SUPERANNUATED     HORSE 
TO    HIS    MASTER,* 

W7.->o  had fentcnced  him  to  die  at  the  Knd  of  the  Sumrner^  on 
Account  of  his  being  unahle^froui  extrerncoldAge^  to  live, 
ihrouzh  the  Winter. 

(3 

And  muft  thou  fix  my  doom,  fweet  mnfter,  fay. 
And  wilt  thou  kill  thy  fen^ant  old  and  poor  ? 

A  little  longer  let  me  live,  I  pray, 

A  little  longer  hobble  round  thy  door.. 

Eormuch  it  glads  me  to  behold  this  place,. 

And  houfe  within  this  hofpitable  flied ; 
It  glads  me  more  to  fee  my  matter's  face, 

And  linger  near  the  fpot  where  I  was  bred.. 

For,  ah !  to  think  of  what  we  both  enjoy 'd 

In  my  life's  prime,  ere  I  was  old  and  poor, . 
When  from  the  jocund^morn  to  eve  employ 'd. 
My  gracious  mafter  on  this  back  I  bore. 

Thrice  told  ten  years,  have  danc'd  on  down  along, 
Since  firft  thefe  way-worn  limbs  to  thee  I  gave, 

Sweet-fmiling  years  !  when  both  of  us  were  young, 
The  kindeft  mailer,  and  the  happiell  Have. 

'*  The  Rev.  Mr.  Potter,  at  Seaming  in  Norfolk,  to  whom  the  public, 
is  indebted  for  the  admirable  Tranflations  of  ^Sifchylus  and  Euripides. 

Ah, 
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Ah,  years  fweet  fmiling!  now  for  ever  flown! ' 
Ten  years,  thrice  told,  alas,  are  but  a  day  I 

Yet,  as  together  we  are  aged  grown. 
Together  let  us  wear  our  age  away. 

For  ftill,  the  times  behind  are  dear  to  thought, 
And  rapture  mark'd  each  minute  as  it  flew ; 

To  the  light  heart  all-changing  fcafons  brought 
Pains  that  were  ioft,  or  pleafures  that  were  new. 

Ah  !  call  to  mind,  how  oft  near  Scarning's  fliream 
My  fteps  were  bent  to  yonder  Mufe-trod  grove, 

There,  fh^  who  lov'd  thee  was  thy  tender  theme, 
And  I  the  chofen  meflTenger  of  love. 

On  the  gale's  pinion,  with  a  lover's  care, 

E'en  with  the  fpeed  of  thought  did  I  not  go- 
Explore  the  cottage  of  thy  abfent  fair. 

And  eas'd  thy  fick'ning  bofom  of  its  woe  ? 

And  when  that  doubting  heart  ftill  felt  alarms. 
Throbbing  alternate  with  its  hope  and  fear. 

Did  I  not  bear  thee  fafely  to  her  arms, 
AflAire  thy  faith  and  dry  up  ev'ry  tear  ? 

And,  ah  !  forget  not  when  the  fever's  power 

Raged  fore,  hov;  fwift  I  fought  the  zephyr's  wing, 

To  cool  thy  pulfes  in  the  fragrant  bower. 
And  bathe  thy  temples  in  the  cleai'eft  fpring. 


Friend 
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Friend  to  thy  love,  and  health,  and  not  a  foe 
E'en  to  the  Mufe  who  led  thee  on  to  fame ; 

Yes,  e'en  thy  lyre  to  me  fome  charms  may  owe, 
And  fancy  kindles  into  brighter  flame. 

And  haft  thou  fix'd  my  doom,  fweet  mafter,  fay— 
And  wilt  thou  kill  thy  fervant,  old  and  poor  ? 

A  little  longer  let  me  live  I  pray, 

A  little  longer  hobble  round  thy  door. 

Nor  could'ft  thou  bear  to  fee  thy  fer\-ant  bleed, 
Tho'  weeping  pity  has  decreed  his  fate  ; 

Yet,  ah !  in  vain,  thy  heart  for  life  (hall  plead. 
If  Naturfe  has  denied  a  longer  date. 

Alas !  I  feel  'tis  nature  dooms  my  death, 

Ah  me !  I  feel  '/zV  Pity  gives  the  blow- 
Yet  ere  it  falls,  ah,  Nature  /  take  my  breath, 
And  my  kind  matter  fhall  no  forrow  know. 

Ere  thelaftmorn  of  my  allotted  life, 
A  fofter  fate  fliall  end  me  old  and  poor. 

May  timely  fave  me  from  th'  uplifted  knife, 
And  gently  flretch  me  at  my  mailer's  door* 


IRRE. 
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IRREGULAR.   ODE. 

A    SKETCH. 

Xu  N  B  R I D  G  E,  fource  of  health  and  j  oy, 
Source  of  many  a  various  toy ; 
'Tis  not  alone  thy  fliades  I'd  ling. 
Nor  thy  falutary  fpring. 
In  lines  profufe, 
Th'  untrammel'd  mufe 
With  truth  purfuet, 
To  point  Ame  guefts  that  now  thy  fccnes  employ. 

Carmarthen^*  firft  in  cafe  and  grace, 
Moves  unafluming  to  his  place  j 
'Tis  not  his  birth, 
But  native  worth 
That  beams  expreflive  in  his  face* 
So  here  rctir'd, 
Who  oft  infpir'd 
The  fenate's  dulleft  hours  with  wit,- 
With  wit  that  never  gave  offence, 
Yet  mark'd  with  fterling  point,  and  manly  fenfe  5 
Him  who  long  led, 
•  Some  fay  miflcd, 
His  country's  eaufe  through  many  a  dreary  day, 
Though  not  fuccefsful ;  yet  with  honell:  fway, 
Now  to  be  led  himfelf  forc'd  to  fubmit, 

*  Now  Duke  of  Leeds. 

What 
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What  though  now  blind, 

Yet  ftill  youni  find 
2^orth  flill  retains  the  powers  of  an  enlighten'd  mind. 

And  as  we  fee, 

Oft  leading  thee, 

Thy  daughters  three. 
Speaks  it  not  excellence  more  rare, 
'Bove  thofe  who  boaft  a  face  that's  only  fair^ 
A  father  leaning  on  their  arms 
Conveys  affedion's  higheft;  charms. 
Speaks  all  thofe  feelings  which  impark 
•  The  virtues  of  the  fiiial  heart. 
His  lady  claims  the  mufes  care, 
Dsemon  with  truth  her  equal  fliare  j 
*Tis  from  their  kind  imited  fond  relief, 
That  North  fcarce  knows  the  caufe  of  all  his  grief. 

Here's  Cumberlandy  whofe  vifage  fhewa 
As  various  as  his  v^arious  mufe  j 
To-day,  quite  bowing  to  the  ground,. 
Tc -morrow  on  his  heel  turns  round  :, 
Markhow  he  labours  to  obtain 
The  notice  of  feme  titled  dame  \. 

Or  on  my  word, 
If  there's  no  Duke,  or  Lady  Grace, 
Should  chance  to  be  within  this  place, 
Perhaps  you'll  find  him  chatting  with  fome  Lord. 


Sir 
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Sir  Jofeph  Mavjley  lonely  ftalks, 
With  folem  airs,  along  the  walks ; 
'Tis  faid  when  he  did  court  the  mule, 
(Not  true,  it  is  a  rank  abufe) 
He  fung  ('twas  in  his  younger  day)  i 

The  following  caution-giving  lay  : 
Then  ladies  of  your  hearts  beware, 
Sir  Jofeph's  falfe,  as  he  is  fair. 
Now  fair  no  more, 
Muft  we  deplore, 
That  all  his  charms  are  fled, 
His  vices  fped. 
All  feems  now  blended  in  a  vacant  flare. 

His  Grace  of  Leeds 

The  mufe  will  needs 
Take  notice  in  the  way, 

He  walks  about, ', 

Goes  in,  comes  out. 
But  more  we  cannot  fay. 

Shall  Wilkes  alone. 
Now  loyal  grown, 
Pafs  unregarded  and  unknown  ; 
He  who  a  furious  Patriot  once, 
View'd  all  things  with  a  double  glance, 

Whofe 


[      214      J 

Whofe  name  the  mob  has  bawl'd  fo  loud, 
'   With  taudry  fliew 

The  batter'd  beau, 

Once  a  King's  foe, 
Now  feebly  creeps  unheeded  through  the  croud. 

Lord  Safkville*s  air 
Is  debonnaire  ; 
Charles  Cumhcrlatid  is  fomething  loud  ; 

Sir  Peter  Burrel's  very  fair, 
And  yet  not  very  proud  j 
yohn  Bircb^  with  fteady,  eafy  plan, 
yields  flattering  promife  of  the  future  man, 

Dyfon  well  dreft. 

Not  care  oppreft, 
Keeps  order,  time,  and  place  ; 

Under  his  care. 

The  mode  lb  fair 

Securely  (hare 

Pleafure's  delightful  race. 

/ 
Sept.   15,    1778. 
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SONNET, 

TO    MI33    HELENA-MARIA   WILLIAMJ. 

Enchanting  Mufe,  whofe  clear  melodious  lay 
(Like  the  fweet  ipcenfe  of  a  fragrant  flower) 
Steals  on  the  fenfe  of  fafcinating  power, 

Inrob'd  in  pity's  mild,  benignant  ray, 

Pure  fimple  nature  unadom'd  by  art. 

With  native  beauty  in  thy  fong  we  trace  ; 
(Where  beaming  fancy  with  poetic  grace, 

Pourtrays  the  foftcr  feelings  of  the  heart.) 

While  More  and  Sewar<i,  fav'rites  of  the  Nine, 
Each  in  their  varied  happy  ftrains  excel, 
And  tune  the  lyre  to  notes'of  higheft  fwell  : 

Equal  with  them  thy  name  fliall  fplendid  ftiine.  • 

O  I  then  encourage  ftill  the  glorious  flame ; 
And  let  not  fear  thy  mufe's  flight  rellrain : 
Refume  the  pen— and  may  thy  labours  gain 

-A  well-eamM  plaudit  from  the  voice  of  fame. 

J.  B o 


THE 
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THE    THREE    VERNON S 

BY    THE    HON.    HORACE    WALPOLE, 
OF     STRAWBERRY-HILL. 

Henrietta's  ferious  charms 
Awe  the  breaft  her  Beauty  warms  : 
See  flie  bluflies,  Love  prefumes  ; 
See  {he  frowns  I  he  drops  his  plumes. 
Dancing  lighter  o'er  the  ocean. 
Was  not  Cytherisa's  motion  ; 
She  fpeaks,  and  art  repines  to  fee 
The  Triumph  of  Simplicitj-. 

Lips  that  fmile  a  thoufand.  meanings, 
flumid  with  Hvblean  gleanings  j 
Eyes  that  glitter  into  wit, 
Wanton  Mirth  with  Fancy  fmit ; 
-  Arch  Naivete  that  gaily  wanders 
In  each  dimpling  cheek's  meanders  ; 
Shedding  rofes,  fliifting  graces 
In  a  face  that's  thoufand  faces ; 
Sweet  alTemblage,  all  combine 
In  pretty  playful  Caroline. 

'  Sober  as  the  matron's  air, 
Humble  as  the  cloyfter'd  fair, 
Patient  till  new  fprings  difclofe 
The  bud  of  promis'd  Beauty's  rofe, 

Waving 
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Waving  praifet,  perfum*d-breath, 
Enfurcs  it  young  Elizabeth. 

Lovely  three,  whofe  future  reign 
Shall  fing  fome  younger,  fweeter  Swain, 
For  me  futfice  in  Ampthill  Groves, 
Cradle  of  Graces  and  of  Loves, 
I  firft  announc'd,  in  artlefs  page, 
The  glories  of  a  rifing  Age  ; 
And  promised,  where  my  Anna  ftione, 
Tluree  OfTorA-s  as  "bright  as  one. 

A      POEM 

ADDRESSED    TO    THE    RIGHT     HON.    PHILIP,    EARL     OF 
CHESTERFIELD. 

BY    THOMAS    NEWBURGH,    E$Q^      WRITTEN    IN    1745. 
TO     THE     LORD     CHESTERFIELD. 

MY  LORD, 

1  HE  freedom  of  an  addrefs  from  a  perfon  wholly  un- 
known to  your  Lordiliip,  I  am  fenlible,  Itands  in  need  of 
ail  apology.  The  beft  I  can  make,  is,  that  I  happen 
to  be  one  of  the  many,  that  have  fenfibly  experienced 
the  happinefs  of  your  Lordfhip's  adminiftiation  in  this 
country  :— and  that  if  benefits  are  to  be  eftrmated  by 
their  importance  and  extent,  thofe  we  ihare  v,ith  the 
community,  muft,  of  all  others,  lay  the  judeft  foUfid<i- 
tion  for  acknowledgement. 
Vol.  m.  L  Witj, 
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With  regard  to  the  inclofed  lines,  they  pretend,  my 
Lord,  to  no  other  merit  than  that  of  fpeaking  truth. 
The  perfon  v.ho  writes  them,  is  no  Poet,  Courtier  or 
Dependant.  Content  with  his  paternal  acres,  he  has 
been  more  iolicitous  to  improve,  than  to.  add  to  them — 
Never  yet  has  bribed  for  an  Ele^ion,  or  applied  to  a 
great  man  for  a  favour.  But  if  this  were  not  the  cafe, 
your  Lordfliip  co'ild  eafily  diflinguifli  between  the  fer- 
\i\e  incenfe  of  flai.er}',  and  the  diiinterelied  offerings  of 
gratitude  that  flow  from  the  heart. 

•If  the  inclofed  lines  are_  worth  a  further  remarlc,  it 
may  he  obfeiTed,  that  what  is  further  faid  in  them,  with 
regard  to  the  manners  of  the  time?,  is  intended  to  be 
•clearly  tinderftood  in  the  rcverfe :  as  defcriptive,  I  am 
ibrry  to  have  occafion  to  fay,  by  no  means  of  what  they 
are^  but  what  they  ought  to  be  <  and  what  your  Lord- 
Hiip's  example  and  happy  adminiftration  plainly  tended 
:to  have  made  them. 

-  But  our  national  luxury  is  too  melancholy  a  topic  to 
^well  upon  ;  I  quit  it,  with  my  hopes  that  the  otfspring 
may  not  as  frequently  prove  deflruftive  to  its  over  indul- 
gent parent,  our  public  prolperity. 

Thus,  my  Lord,  I  take  the  liberty  of  talking  to  you 
as  to  a  friend ;  I  mean,  as  to  our  country's  friend, — for 
fuch  you  have  eminently  proved,  and  fuch,  in  your  be- 
nevolent difpofitions,  I  am  perfuaded  you  ftill  continue. 

To 
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To  yoiir  Lordfliip  therefore,  in  this  capacity,  my  hum- 
ble offering,  with  all  its  imperfections,  flics  for  pardoa 
^nd  acceptance ;  and  which,  I  am  perfuaded,  will  be  the 
more  i^eadily  granted,  being  meant  as  a  proof  with  how 
>,  real  and  difinterefted  an  efteem,  I  have  the  honour  to 
be,  my  Lord  Chefterfield's 

Moft  obedient,  and 

Mo^il  faithful  humble  fervant. 

TO    THE    LORD    CHESTERFIELD. 

///  imitation  vf  fame  PaJJagei  hi  Horace,  Ode  31.  Lib.  i. 
and  in  Ode  5.  Lib.  4.  The  Poet  addrejjes  hlmfdf  to 
his  Lyre  as  folhvjs: 

1 F  e'er  in  fliady  grot  or  bower 

Thy  founds  have  charm'd  the  filetit  hour  ; 
Attun'd  by  thee,  if  e'er  my  lays 
Shou'd  reach  to  future  diftant  days ; 
Tiien  let  thy  ftrains  harmonious  flow, 
And  give  to  Stanhope  v/hat  they  owe  : 
*^  Who  tho'  on  Britain's  weal  intent, 
Great,  good,  and  wife  as  eloquent. 
The  patriot,  who  hath  firm  withftood. 
And  llem'd  corruption's  rapid  flood  j. 

*  Qui  fcrox  bello,  tameii  inter  anna 
Sive  ju([tatum  rcligaret  udo 

Littore  navim. 

L  2  '»  Yet 
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*  Yet  when  retir'd,  can  care  beguile. 
And  make  the  fportive  mufes  fmile  ; 
Whether  he  flrikes  the  founding  lyre. 
The  charms  of  virtue  to  infpire ; 
Or  whether  tun'd  to  beauty's  praife^ 
He  modulates  his  melting  lays ; 
Still  firit  amid  the  tuneful  throng, 
The  .Sireni  warble  in  his  fong. 

O !  might  I  live  to  hail  the  day 
When  Stanhope's  delegated  fway. 
Once  more  might  blefs  Hibernia's  Ifle, 
And  make  her  drooping  mufes  fmile.: 
His  lenient  aits  might  then  aflwage_ 
Our  little,  felfifli,  faftious  rage  ; 
To  pride  fix  bounds  unknown  before, 
And  teach  ambition  when  to  foar. 

Methinks,  reviv'd  at  Stanhope's  fight, 
Each  latent  virtue  fprings  to  light. 
•f  Prudence  reftrains  each  wild  excefs. 
And  gives  to  wealth  the  power  to  blefs, 

'■*^  Libcrum  &  Mufas,  Veneremque,  &  illi 
Semper  haerentcm  puerum  canebat, 
Et  Lycum,  nigris  oculis  nigroque 
Crinc  decorum. 

•f-  Jam  Fides,  &  pax,  &  honor,  pudor^ 
Prifcus  &  ncglefta  redire  virtus 
Audet4    CariRcn  fcculare. 


The 


The  tain,  the  lavifli  fons  of  pHlde^ 
Their  gaudy  trappings  lay  aiide ; 
Nor  fell'  the  birth-right  to  inaintaiir 
Lewd  riot,  or  a  pageant  train. 

Debauch  abafli'd,  with  fluller'd  faCe^ 
Lurks  in  the  cells  of  foul  dffgrace  : 
While  *  ftripling  fots  no  longer  dare 
To  mingle  with  th'  aflembled  fair. 

■j-  The  laws,  and  mamiers  of  the  age 
Corre£i  the  frenzies  of  wild  rage. 
+  Who — now  the  fword  vindiiSlive  draws 
In  bold  defiance  of  the  laws  I 
Or  madly  prodigal  of  life. 
Seeks  honour  in  blood-thirfty  flrife  ? 
Honour— that  fliuns  th'  opprobrious  de©d. 
Prompt  for  the  natal  foil  to  bleed* 

Fair  decency  with  guardian  aid. 
Attends  her  charge  the  blufliing  maid* 
The  maid  addrefs'd  by  fober  fenfe. 
Checks  the  vain  fop's  impertinence  j 
The  fop,  t'  attraft  the  nymph's  bright  eyes. 
No  more  aflumes  the  fot's  difguife. 

Juftice  prevents  the  fliameful  dun, 
The  felcKi-gamefter'a  wiles  we  fliun. 

*  Or,  floven  fots. 

•f-  Mox  et  lex  maculofum  edomuit  nefas. 

X  Quis  Parthum  paveat  ?  Quis  gelidum  Scythcn  ? 

L  3     -  Expell'd 
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Expell'd  his  haunts,  new  climes,  new  {Tioies, 

The  guilty  fugitive  explores. 

Like  the  gaunt  wolf,  nigh  ftarv'd  at  home, 

Who  prowling  fecks  a  diftant  roam  ; 

The  cottage,,  grave,,  explores  for  food, 

Lur'd  with  the  fcent  of  human  blood. 

See  !  *  arts  revive  and  commerce  fpread,. 
The  naked  cloath'd,  the  hungry  fed. 
The  labours  of  the  furrowing  plow 
With  harvefts  gild  the  mountain's  brow. 
With  toil  fubdu'd,  the  barren  plain 
With  plenty  cheers  the  labouring  fwain. 

Such  were  the  plcafing  fcenes  difplay'd^ 
When  Chefterfield  lerne  fway'd. 
Who — when  rebellion's  bold  alarms 
Great  CJeorge  himfelf  rous'd  up  to  arms  5 
When  war  around  its  terrors  fpread. 
And  fill'd  each  panting  heart  with  dread  t 

'*  Nutiit  nira  Cerej,  almaq;   Fauftitas  :  ^ 

Pacatuin.  volitant  per.  mare  navitje. 

Lib.  5.  Od.  3. 
Quo  mufa  tendis,  define  pei-vicax 
Kclerre  fermones  deorum  ;  cc 
Magna  modis  tenuare  parvis. 

Od.  ^:  Lib.  I. 

O  dccuf.  Phoebi,'&  dapibus  fv.prcmi 
Grata  tenudo  Jovis,  O  laborum    . 
Euke  knimen,  mihi  cumque  falve    . 
Rite  vocaati. 


With 
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With  gentle,  fage,  vet  firm  command^ 
From  hoftile  rage  preferv'd  the  land ; 
RuI'd  in  our  hearts,  bid  faction  ceafe, 
And  Rome's  fierce  zealots  charm'd  to  peace, 

Yc  hards,  to  Stanhope  tune  your  lyres. 
Who  firft  awoke  your  latent  fires  ; 
Who  from  the  fliade  call'd  merit  forth^ 
And  patroniz'd  neglected  worth  : 
Nor  ever  from  the  plaints  of  grief 
Withheld  the  gen'rous  prompt  relief. 

But  ceafe,  fond  mufe,  with  barren  praife 
To  leflen  Stanhope  in  thy  lays  ; 
Tor  Horace  feems  witii  fmile  fatiric. 
To  check  thy  rambling  panegyric  ; 
And  while,  methinks,  I  ki:  the  fage^  - 
Thus  I  refiimc  his  clairic  page. 

"  Badge  of  the  God,  celeftial  lyre, 
*'  Who  cheer  the  feafts  of  Heav'n's  great  Sire, 
"  Accept  this  tributary  lay, 
*'  And  charm  the  cares  of  life  away.'* 

LORD    chesterfield's    ANSWER 

TO    THE    PRECEDING    LETTER. 
SIR, 

1 F  I  better  deferve  the  good  opinion  you  entertain  of 
me,  I  fliould  more  regret  not  having  the  pleafure  of  be- 
ing known  to  you.    But  as  there  are  many  objeds,  which 
L  4  to 
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lO  admire,  one  lliould  not  fee  too  near ;  and  as  I  vtrj 
iincerely  think  myfelf  one  of  them,  I  will  enjoy  the  dif- 
tance  from  which  you  view  me,  and  to  which  I  owe-  the 
moft  pleafeng  poetical  incenfe  I  ever  received.  LauJari 
a  laudato  Viro^  was  always  looked  tipon  as  the  moft  fen- 
fible  flattery  to  felf-love  ;  and  fuch  I  now  find  it,  from 
one  who  can  tliiak,  a<fl,  and  write  as  yon  dov 

If,  while  I  had  the  pleafure  of  refiding  in  Ireland^  I 
exerted  my  utmoft  endeavours  for  the  fen^ice  of  that 
country,  it  was  only  what  the  duty  of  the  poll  I  was  in, 

required. And  if  I  attain  the  trueft  affedion  for  it, 

and  the  warmell  wifhes  for  its  profperity,  as  I  Ihall  ever 
do,  it  is  no  more  than  a  return  of  gratitude  for  the 
marks  of  its  good  will  and  confidence. 

Thofe  which  you,  in  particular,  give  me  of  your'?, 
liave  juftly  excited  in  me  the  fentiments  of  the  triicft  re- 
gard "and  efteem,  with  which  I  am, 
'  -SIR, 

Your  mofl  faithful. 
Humble  fervant, 

CHESTERFIELD, 
Blackheathy 
Jam  \\th^   1753. 
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^^}e  follo'-jotng  SONG  iMas  ^jorittsn  fame  time  ago  iy 
CAPTAIN  MORRK  j  addrejfed  to  LADY  *  *  *  *y 
'■Mho  ajked  hirriy  "  What  the  PaJJion  of  Love  was 

Y  OU  afk  me  what's  liove?— -Why  that  virtue-fed 
vapour, 
Which  Poets  fpread  over  our  longings  like  gauze, 
May  do  for  a  fwain  who  can  feed  upon  paper,  j 
But  flefli  is  my  diet — and  blood  is  the  caufe. 

A  delicate  tendre,  fpun  into  Platonic, 

Suits  the  feminine  fop,  whom  no  beauties  pro\'oke'; 
But  the  blood  of  a  Welchman  is  hot  and  laconic, 

And  he  loves  as  he  fights,  with  a  Word  and  a  flroke,. 

Yet  I  grant  you  there  is  a  fweet  madnefs  of  paffion, 

A  raptur'd  delirium  of  mental  delight  j 
Tho',  alas  !  my  dear  Madam,  not  five  in  the  nation, 

Wliofe  fouls  have  an  optic  to  view  the  bleft  light. 

But  we  fpeak  not  minds  of  diftinguifli'd  feleftion,. 

But  love,  common  love,  in  its  earthly  attire ; 
Which,  believe  me,  when  drefs'd  in  this  high-flown  af» 
"  feftion, 

Wears  the  thread-bare  difguife  of  a  bankrupt  defire. 

h  5,  FOf 
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For  the  bofom's  deceit,  like  the  fpendthrift's  profuffon,- 
As  thefubftance  declines,  rich  appearances  tries  ; 

\Iore  gay  as  more  weak,  till  this  fplendid  delufion 
In  a  pang  of  bright  vanity  dazzles  and  dies. 

Ah !  if  in  a  ftrain  of  pure  fentiment  flowing, 
No  animal  warmth  checks  the  eloquent  tongue^ 

Tis  the  trick  of  a  coxcomb  to  boaft  your  undoing. 
And  pride,    talb,    or  impotence,    prompts  the  foul 
wrong. 

For  Lo\'e,  in  a  tumult  of  foft  agitation, 

O'ercome  with  its  ardour,  bids  language  retire  j 

And  loft  in  emotions  of  troubled  fenfation, 
Still  breathes  the  Ihort  accents  of  filent  defire. 

Yes,,  the  God's  on  the  wing,  when  a  delicate  Damon,- 
In  fickly  compofure,  fits  down  to  refine  ; 

For  Love,  like  a  he£tic,  when  weakly  the  ftamen, 
Still  brightens  the  Ikin  as  the  folids  decline. 

•  If  fuch  be  the  Love  you  propofe  in  the  queftion, 
No  doubt  'tis  a  phantom  drefs'd  up  by  the  mind  ;- 
And,  believe  me,  it  is  not  a  fubftance  to  reft  on, 
But  the  fraud  of  cold  bofoms  and  vanities  blind. 

But  for  me,  my  dear  madam,  a  poor  carnal  finner, 
Whofe  love  keeps  no  Lent,  or  on  rhapfody  ftarves  y 

With  tlie  lliarp  fauce  of  hunger  I  fall  to  my  dinner. 
And  take,  without  fcruple,  what  happinefs  can'es. 

o  So, 
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So,  my  good  Lady  **•**,  all  beauty  and  merit, 
You  fee,  tho'  I  doat  on  your  face  and  your  mind, 

The  devil  a  grain  fliould  I  feel  of  Love's  fpirit, 
If  looks  didn't  warrant  your  fliape  and  your  kind. 

With  this  tafte  you,  perhaps,  will  upbraid  my  vile  nature,. 

But  thus  ftands  the  cafe  ;  and  in  truth  to  my  theme, 
Were  my  miltrefs  the  lirft  both  in  mind  in  feature, 

U/i/ej^  her,  and  paifion  would  fade  like  a  dream.. 

As  a  poet,  indeed,  I've  a  licence  for  fiction, 
To  drefs  in  heroics  the  treacherous  heart, 

But  take  the  fad  truth,  and  excufe  the  plain  di£lion, 
For  Love  moves  IV it h  me  in  an  honejier  part. 

But,  perhaps,    you  may  know  fomething  more  of  the 
matter. 

Then  deign  to  inform  the  dull  foul  of  a  brute — 
A  hint  of  your  mind  would  moft  pleafingly  flatter, 

And  to  hear  it  I'd  always  be  willing  and  mute. 


TO  A  LADY   ON  HER  BIRTH-DAY. 

BY    THEOPHILUS    SWIFT,    ESCi. 

JL  HE  Gods  in  council  met,  when  Jove  exprefs'd; 
The  fecret  purpofe  rolling  in  his  breaft  ; 

"  Ye  Pow'rs !  to  whom  the  care  of  man  belongs, 
Who  grace  with  gifts,  or  celebrate  in  fongs, 

L  6  Our 


t     228     ] 

Our  pleafiire  wills,  (and  what  I  will  is  fate) 
One  mortal  maid,  one  woman  to  create, 
One  faviltlefs  work  on  this  diftiiignifh'd  day, 
Heaven's  laft,  belt  finifli'd  mailer-piece  of  clay— ■ 
Hafte  to  your  fev'ral  taflts ;  let  each  prepare 
Some  chofen  gift,  to  dignify  the  fair.'* 

Inllant,  Apollo  fnatch'd  the  filver  lyre, 
That  founding  near,  infusM  a  foul  of  fire  ; 
Through  all  the  mafs  the  magic  rapture  ftole— 
He  touch'd — and  harmony  infpir'd  the  whole. 
Their  harps  and  crowns  th'  immortal  Mufes  bring— 
The  babe  delighted  hears,  and  learns  to  fing. 
With  Heaven's  own  beam  to  blefs,  young  Genius  flies— 
Sun-ward  the  fmiling  infant  turns  her  eyes. 
Sweet  Hebe  youth  beflow'd  ;  that  lafting  youth. 
The  fruit  of  Virtue,  and  the  flower  of  Truth. 
The  Graces  left  their  court,  and.  round  the  Fair,. 
Breathing  fweet  airs,  in  radiant  pomp  repair. 
As  in  light  bands  the  fportive  fifters  run, 
Trt/'f  holds  a  torch,  new-kindled  at  the  fun  r 

This  to  her  hand  the  fmiling  Grace  conlign'd,. 

To  warm,  to  ravifh,  and  exalt  her  mind. 

Of  younger  birth,  fair  Elegance  drew  nigh. 

The  fires  of  Virtue  beaming  in  her  eye  : 

Eafy  her  air  ;  and  with  an  ample  fwell, 

Her  fimple  robes  ii>  flowing  grandeur  fell. 

Round  the  pleas'd  infant  her  foft  arms  flie  threw  :— 

The  confcious  infant  laugh'd,  and  leap'd  to  view. 

Lafl 
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Ljift  came  i'weet  Sentiment,  a  fober  ^race  \ 

Soft  was  her  foxil,  and  penfive  was  her  face  ; 

A  mirror  of  celeftial  frame  flie  bore, 

A  book  it  feem''d,  with  ftars  beftudded  o'er—  • 

Gems  of  the  foul  I  that  brighten  as  they  pafs 

In  rich  reflexion  through  the  mental  glafs. 

This  to  the  maid  flie  gave,  and  giving,  cry'd", 

*'  Be  this  thy  ftudy  ;  this  throijgh  Hfe  thy  guide.'*" 

Drawn  in  a  filken  car  by  purple  loves, 

Came  Beauty's  Goddefs  with  her  fwans  and  doves : 

Looking  unutterable  joy,  (he  fmil'd, 

And  gaz'd,    and  CiiUght,    and  prefs'd,    and  kifs'd  thc- 

child  : 
At  each  warm  kifs  th'  enliven'd  birth  aflumes 
A  newer  grace,  with  fre flier  beauty  blooms : 
But  Cynthia  faw,  and  chailening  ev'ry  part, 
Dropp'd  a  cold  icicle,  that  chiil'd  her  heart. 
With  fond  applaufe  the  Sire  of  Gods  furvey'd 
The  various  graces  of  the  gifted  maid  ; 
Then  call'd  her  Ella,  her  celeftial  name,    . 
But  men  T  *  f  *  f  *  s,  call  the  favour'd  Dame. 


JUDGEMENT     OF    HERCULES, 

BY    THE    SAME. 

O  C  A  R  C  E  had  Alcmoena's  godlike  foa 
The  race  of  blooming  twenty  run  ; 

What 


What  time  the  doubtful  down  began 
To  fpeak  him  neither  boy  nor  man  : 
In  thofe  green  years,  the  Ipring  of  life, 
When  Rapture  holds  with  Reafon  flrife  j 
When  Youth's  tumultuous  pulfes  beat, 
And  rife  to  more  than  Virtue's  heat  :— 
'Twas  then,  by  various  pallions  led, 
The  lover's  couch,  the  warrior's  bed, 
By  floth  poflefs'd,  by  glory  fir'd. 
As  Venus  warm'd,  or  Mars  infpir'd  ; 
A  filent,  folitary  fliade, 
For  thought  arid  meditation  made, 
Alcides  fought,  intent  to  learn, 
And  Good  from  Evil  todifcem. 
Here  as  he  mufed,  and  in  his  mind 
Revolved  the  various  tafks  affign'd 
For  mortal  man,  from  youth  to  age, 
On  bufy  life's  injportaut  ftage  ; 
Before  him  flood,  or  feem'd  to  fland, 
Two  Virgins,  one  on  either  hand. 
Like  Pallas  this  : — augufi:  her  air, 
As  Wifdom's  awful  Goddefs  fair  : 
Like  Venus  that,  when  firft  flie  fprung 
•Frbm  Ocean's  foam,  and  Love  was  youngi 
Each  with  contending  graces  ftrove 
To  move  the  mighty  fon  of  Jove. 
Earth  ne'er  betield  a  brighter  pair, 
Here  Virtue  flood,  and  PUafitre  there^ 
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Their  feparate  charms  Alcides  views. 
And,  doubting,  hefitates  to  choofe  ; 
Admiring  each,  for  eacla  he  burns. 
As  either  Goddefs  fir'd  by  turns  : 
Each  in  his  breaft  alternate  reigns, 
And  each  divided  fway  maintains. 

The  dame  of  fofter  grace  drew  near, 
*Twas  love  to  view,,  'twas  heaven  to  hear  ; 
Towering  fhe  ftands  :• — thus  graceful  fliow 
Along  the  flo^'ry  banks  of  Po, 
The  fifters  of  the  blalled  boy  ; 

Nor  florms  th'  Herculean  grove  deftroy.*  < 

And  iirft,  the  lubtle  Syren  tries 
The  charm,  her  foothing  voice. fupplies  : 
She  fings-^and  a^  the  charmer  fung, 
The  tuneful  magic  of  her  tongue 
The  hero's  wond'ring  ears  admire, 
Sounds  that  fubd^e,  and  fpells  that  fire  ! 
Thus  fings  the  minftrel  of  the  moon, 
When  Night  aflerts  her  filcnt  noon, 

*  The  poplar  was  facrej  to  Hercules,  with  which  the  banks  of  the 
River  Po,  even  to  this  day,  abound.  Few  readers  require  to  be  told, 
that  the  fifters  of  the  unfoi tunate  Phaeton,  called  hy  Ovid,  Flammatus 
Tucr,  were  fabled  to  be  changed  info  poplars,  and  to  take  their  mourn- 
fiil  ftation  on  the  bank s  of  this  celebrated  river,  into  which  their  bhJlKl 
brother  was  fuppofed  to  fall.  Lucan  beautifully  fays, 
'    ■  Himc  jabvla  primum— 

Popiileajluvium  ripas  uml-rajji  corona. 

LucAN.  lib.  2 

In 


In  thofe  foft  fliades  of  rapture,  where 

The  clq/^c  poplars  rile  in  air.* 

Her  looks  the  Loves  and  Smiles  had  drefs^d. 

Fond  looks !  that  kindeft  thoughts  exprefs'd. 

Dimpling  endearing  wiles  of  joy. 

Bright  to  beguile,  and  fweetlycoy. 

The  ftar-bright  glories  of  her  eyes. 

Soft  as  the  fplendors  of  the  Ikies  ; 

When  Eve's  fweet  lamp  in  heaven  is  hung,. 

Glorious  the  minor  lights  among, 

She  glanc'd. — But,  ah!  'twas  death  to  view, 

Such  danger  from  thofe  glances  flew. 

Expofed,  and  throbbing  with  delight, 

Upheav'd  the  bofom's  heaven  to  fight, 

Where  balms  and  odours  breathing  bland,. 

The  fpoils  of  Saba's  blifsful  land, 

With  Love's  own  fweets  perfum'd  the  air, 

Incenfe,  that  Gods  might  deign  to  fliare !'  , 

Loofe  to  the  gale  her  garments  flew,  ' 

Her  garments,  glittiering  as  the  dew, 

*  It  is  worthy  of  obfcrvation,  that  the  nightingales,  with  which  the 
groves  of  poplar,  on  the  river  mencioncJ  ir>  the  former  note,  every 
where  are  fillcJ,  f)t\g  remarkably  fweet,  and  fuperior  to  the  nightingales 
c£  Miv  other  known  country,  as  if  they  a  finally  bewailed  in  common 
with  the  "  Mers  of  the  hiafted  boy,"  the  fate  of  the  unhappy  Phaetor- 
Strangers  thnt  travel  into  this  part  of  Italy,  are  aftonifticd  at  the  muiic  of 
thcfc  nightingales, 

And 
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And  changeful  as  the  tints  that  flow 
From  bright  Thaumantia's  fpangled  bow. 
One  leg  was  bare,  to  blefs  the  fight. 
The  latent  promis'dnew  delight ; 
And  round  her  fwelling  waift  a  zone 
Of  loves  and  radiant  graces  flione. 
There  boys  in  hov'^ring  bands  were  feen. 
Fanning  with  purple  wings  their  queen  j 
And  Larughter  there,  and  Rapture  hung. 
And  Sport  to  meet  his  miftrefs  fprung. 
A  myrtle  garland  graced  her  head : 
The  locks  in  curls  dependent  fpread, 
Like  blooming  hyacinths  behind, 
Wooing  with  amorous  fweets  the  vvind^ 
Like  the  twin-fiftcrs  of  the  bufli. 
As  bright,  though  with  a  borrow'd  blufii, 
Deep  flam'd  her  cheeks  a  gaudy  red ; 
No  rofe,  by  nature's  pencil  fpread  : 
Her  lips,  that  Iham'd  the  tulip's  hues, 
A  thoufand  purpling  fweets  eft'ufe. 
Soft  as  the  peach's  filken  bloom, 
Lufcious,  and  melting  with  perfume. 
As  Autiunn  ripe,  as  April  fair, 
She  mov'd  the  Seafon's  chofen  care. 
A  cup  file  held,  of  potent  fpell, 
The  mighty  and  the  ftrong  to  quell ; 
Joy  in  the  liquor  feem'd  to  fvvim. 
And  L^ve  Hood  laughing  on  the  brim. 


The 
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The  Syren  then:  "In  me  behold    " 
What  bards  of  happinefs  have  told.. . 
*Tis  I  that  lead  the  dance  ,•   'tis  I 
The  banquet  and  the  bowl  fupply  :: 
Mine  is  the  wreath;  to  me  belong 
The  voice  of  mirth,,  ^e  foul  of  fong,. 
The  lute,  tiie  laugh,  the  puife  of  tire, 
And  melting  eye,  that  roils  deiire. 
What  cheers  the  fmell,  what  charms  the  fight. 
What  gives  thetafte  or  touch  delight ; 
Soft  eafe  reclin'don  beds.of.down^ 
And  peace  unrufll'd  with  a  frown  ; 
Eternal  funfliine  of  the  foul,   .  uiMoUi  .> 

Though  teinpells  threat,  and  thunders  folh— 
Thefe  are  the  b'effings  1  beftow, 
For  man  they  charm,  for  man  they  flow. 

Th'  obedient  feafons  wait  my  call, 
In  each  I  live,  infpiring  all. 
For  me  gay  Spring  perfumes  her  bow'rs, 
And  fpots  for  me  her  meads  with  flowers* 
For  me  the  rofe  of  beauty  breathes. 
For  mc  fhe  forms  the  lover's  wreaths ;. 
Or  round  the  fecial  goblet  tv>'ines, 
In  concert  with  the  curling  vines  j 
And  not  one  myrtle  of  the  May 
But  feels  my  po;v'r,  and  boafts  my  fway. 

Advancing  Summer  next  is  feen. 
Printing  with  rofy  feet  the  green  ; 


Buxom 


Buxom  file  comes,  with  golden  grace, 
And  wears  for  me  a  warmer  face  : 
For  me  her  bounteous  bofom  glows. 
For  me  her  fondeft  zephyr  blows  ; 
For  me  her  mellowing  fruits  affume 
iV  richer  zeft,  a  brighter  bloom. 
I  fwell  the  feed,  I  gild  the  corn, 
And  teem  in  Plenty's  pregnant  horn  : 
Each  Seafon's  blellings  ftili  are  mine. 
And  allthofe  blefllngs  fhall  be  thine. 

To  Summer,  Autumn's  ftrength  fucceeds— 
For  me  Pomona's  vintage  bleeds, 
For  me  Ihe  purples  in  the  vine, 
As  the  preft  clufters  foam  with  wine. 
The  burnifli'd  bough  flie  loads  for  me, 
But  loads  in  vain,  unlefs  for  thee. 

Stern  Winter  at  myprefence  flies  j 
I  gild  December's  frowning  fkies. 
The  Loves  and  Lares  hear  my  call,, 
'Tis  Mirth  and  Mufic  in  the  hall. 
The  merry,  merry  tabors  found. 
And  nymphs  advance,  and  fliepherds  bound, 
And  j eft,  apdjoy,  and  fport,  and  play. 
Charm  the  long  night,  and  fpeed  the  day  j 
Or  Bromius*  mihifters  the  bowl. 
To  warm  and  elevate  the  foul. 

*  One  of  tlic  names  of  Bacchus. 

Thdfe: 
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Thefe  are  our  tiiumphs  aiad  delights, 
Unvex'd  by  cares,  and  camps,  and  fights ; 
Amid  the  battle's  thund'ring  din, 
Where  Hydras  hifs,  and  Gorgons  grin  ; 
Where  Danger  takes  his  daily  round, 
Adive,  and  vigilant  to  wound  ; 
Where  Deaths  in  mad  ambition's  walks. 
With  more  than  giant  terror  ftalks ; 
Where  proftrate  i/i^/^^^r  bleeding  lies, 
*'  With  not  a  friend  to  dole  his  eyes  ;'* 
Where  fell  Opprejpon  clanks  his  chain. 
And  Pity  pleads,  but  pleads  in  vain  j 
And  favage  Mars  feverely  finiles. 
And  Pain  rewards  the  warrior's  toils,. 
"  Turn,  myAlcides,  turn  to  me.— » 
And  will  not  Hercules  be  free  ? 
One  look — one  tender  look  beftow  !-^ 
Ah  !  nurfe  not  voluntary  woe. 
I  come  with  fondeft  care  to  pleafe. 
To  lap  thee  in  Elyfian  eafe, 
To  foothe  with  charming  founds  thy  fouf^ 
And  life's  vexatious  ftorms  controul ; 
With  joy's  unclouded,  fun-bright  rays. 
To  gild  the  fortune  of  thy  days : 
Whilft  Care^  that  like  the  bat  of  night, 
With  darknefs  dwells,  and  ftiuns  the  lights 
At  Pkafure^s  bright  approach  retires :— • 
The  lark  alone  to  heaven  afpires»" 
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All  as  {he  fpoke,  th'  enamour'd  boy, 
'Bewilder'd  in  a  world  of  joy, 
©rank  the  deftru£tion  of  her  tongue, 
And  blefl:  the  rapture  as  flie  fung — 
Delighted,  ravifli'd,  fix'd,  amaz'd ! 
He  look'd,  he  figh'd,  he  blufh'd,  he  gaz'd. 
With  fecret  joy  the  Syren- view 'd. 
And  thus  her  guileful  fang  purfu'd  : 

*'  Creation's  works  my  power  declare, 
I  people  ocean,  earth,  and  air. 
The  fcaly  nations  of  the  deep 
With  me  their  mirthful  revels  keep. 
Sporting  in  coral  bowers,  where  I 
Their  pregnant  pleafures  multiply.; 
And  as  they  Ikim  the  brine  above, 
They  dance  for  joy,  and  leap  for  love. 
Or,  when  the  tempefl's  thunder  raves, 
Secure  beneath  the  wintry  waves. 
They  view  the  boiling  billows  rife, 
Toffing  the  veirel  to  the  Ikies. 
When  Ocean's  freezing  bofom  feels 
The  cold,  that  Winter's  rage  congeals, 
Safe  from  the  rigours  of  the  year, 
Nor  blafts,  nor  ftorms,  .nor  frofts  they  fear. 
No  change  of  feafons  there  they  know, 
'Tis  Pleafure^s  lafting  fpring  below  : 
Thus  all,  who  deep  with  Neptune  dwell, 
Though  mute,  my  trhimphs  loudly  tell. 


"  The 
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*'  Thelawlefs  tyrants  of  the  wood 
^leafure  purfue,  their  noble  ft  good. 
Panther:  and  Pards  enjoy  my  flames, 
'Grappling  their  fable-fpotted  dames. 
My  voice,  my  precepts  thefe  obey, 
And  art  thou  fa\-age"i-  than  they  ? 

*^  Onme  the  tribes  of  air  attend; 
The  plumy  people  call  nae  friend  : 
I  form  their  labour'd  fongs  of  love, 
And  fwell  the  concert  of  the  grove. 
The  ftrong,  victorious  bird  that  bears 
Jove's  forky  thunders  throiv';h  the  fpheres, 
Bows  to  vt\y  yoke,  and  bends  to  me  ; 
Nor  thou,  my  Son,  artlefs  than  he. 
Since  Pleafure^  then,  thro'  Nature  reigns, 
And  glad  Creation  wears  my  chains, 
Shall  great  Alcides,  fprung  from  Jove, 
Whofe  birth  is  rcgifter'd  above, 
Difdain  the  bleffings  of  the  fky, 
Which  Gods  partake,  and  Gods  fupply  ? 

*'  Then  take — 'tis  Pleafurc\  cup  divine, 
That  mantles  with  immortal  wine. 
Who  taftes  fliall  live,  who  drinks  fliall  find 
One  fweet  delirium  of  the  mind, 
Where  joy  and  boundlefs  raptures  reign.— 
Life  without  Pkafurc  were  but  pain." 

She  ended  :  but  her  words  impart 
Refiftlefs  tranfport  to  his  lieart. 


Awhile 


I  239  ] 

Awhile  irrefohite  he  flood, 

Divided,  charm'd,  bin  nqt  fubdu'd. 

Panting  and  pale  his  colour  flies^ 

Loft  in  Iweet  tumults  of  furpri^e  ; 

Now  trembling,  fainting,  dotibting,  dying, 

Now  half-refolved,.  now  hdifK;omplyipg; 

His  hand  he  ft  retched,   with  fatjij  hafte. 

The  dcath-einpoifon'd  ciip  to  tafte, 

When  J^irfue  interpos'd  hei  voice, 

And  fix'd  his  flu6tu*tiog  c}voic€f.     , 

Sublime  her  front,  aiid  in  hermicn, 

Mildnefs  with  majefly  was  ieen ; 

Such  majefty  a^s.  gilds  the'morn, 

When  Dawn's  bright  daughter  firft  is  hoxr\. 

No  loofe  defires  her  drefs  betray'd, 

The  decent  graces  deck'd  the  maid. 

White  were  her  robes  ;  and  on  thefe  robes 

Were  piftur'd  heaven's  refplendent  globes 

The  full-orb'd  moon,  th'  unwearied  fun, 

Whofe  endlefs  courfe  is  never  done  ; 

Orion,  flaming  in  the  (ky^ 

The  Morn,  and  Phofphor's  golden  eye  : 

There,  with  her  fwor^  and  balance  fhone 

Aftrjca  on  a  ftarry  throne  :  i 

No  bandage  bound  her  piercing  fight. 

Keen,  and  intuitively  bright  ; 

For  yet  flie  ruled,  nor  man  had  driven 

Th'  offended  fugitive  to  heaven. 


Here 
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Here  Conqueji  in  her  blood-ftain'd  car. 

By  eagles  drawn,  advanc'd  to  war  : 

Here  Terra's  giant  ofiFspring  ftand  ;— . 

Each  holds  a  mountain  in  his  hand  ; 

Striving  Olympus  to  invade, 

With  Pelion's  weight  on  Ofla  laid. 

And  thrice  they  ftrove,  and  tofs^d  on  high 

The  rocky  ruin  to  the  Jky  : 

But  Jove  in  thunders  ruflied,  and  hurl'd 

The  mifcreants  to  th'  infernal  world. 

Imperial  turrets  crown'd  her  head. 

With  palms  and  peaceful  olives  fpread  ; 

Immortal  meeds,  that  bloom  in  fong. 

And  ftill  to  heroes'  fame  belong ! 

A  flaming  fword,  as  lightning  bright, 

She  rais'd  ; — too  ftrong  for  mortal  fight. 

On  her  left  arm,  advanced  beforej 

A  fhield  of  adamant  fhe  bore. 

On  whofe  broad  bofs  uprofe  in  fire 

Huge  Hydras  and  Chimeras  dire  ; 

The  terror  of  Arcadia's  plain  ; 

The  Gold,  by  dragons  watch'd  in  vain  ; 

Geryon's  triple-bodied  frame  ; 

Nsemea's  fierce  monfter,  breathing  flame ; 

The  Dog  of  Death,  whofe  hideous  yell 

Howls  through  the  bleak  abyfsof  hell; 

The  branching  beaft,  with  brazen  feet  j 

The  terror-teeming  Bull  of  Ciete  i 


And 
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And  on  their  mangled  mafterfed 
The  favage  fteeds  of  Diomcd. 
Here,  loofen'd  of  her  zone,*  was  fee* 
Thermodon's  ftern  axe-bearing  Queen. 
Scai  'd  by  the  brazen  din,  upflew 
The  foul  Stvmphalian  birds  in  view. 
And  as  they  mount  the  fliaded  air. 
Their  flapping  wings  loud  war  declare. 
H;mfelf  amid  the  glorious  toils, 
Grafping  a  club,  and  cloath'd  with  fpoils. 
The  much-admiring  Chief  efpies, 
And  palms  and  pi^tur'd  trophies  rife ! 
Bright  earneft  of  his  future  fame  ! 
•  He  views,  he  feels  the  kindling  flame  : 

*  The  twelve  labours  of  Hcrculcf,  which  are  here  defcribed  on  therhicl« 
of  Virtue,  it  isprefuraed  have  a  good  effeift  ;  they  are  not,  however,  all 
equally  eafy  of  folution.  This  of  loofcning  the  zone  of  the  Amazon,  is 
ditccled  by  Juno,  it  is  difficult  to  account  for,  and  remains  unex- 
plained by  the  Critics.  The  old  Geographers  have  placed  the  country  of 
the  Amazons  in  that  of  the  mcd.*rn  Circaflians,  among  whom  it  is  pof- 
fible,  and  even  probable,  that  the  remains  of  their  original  may  be 
traced  :  and  as  it  is  more  likdy  to  find  them  in  the  ;uJ!oms  and  tr.anncri 
of  a  people,  than  any  where  clfe ;  the  ceremony  obfirved  by  the  prcfent 
Circaffun  hufbands  of  cutthig  the  b:h  of  their  wives  on  the.  day  of  mar- 
line, which  is  facredly  nnd  religiouily  v.-orn  til!  rnaiiiags  breaks  it,  may 
be  a  fign  oip.bj.uation  of  the  woman  to  her  new  lord  and  ma  ter,  who  by 
this  ceremony  may  be  faid  to  have  conij>iered  her,  and  to  hold  her  by  a 
f»mbol  in  fubje(f\ion.  This,  however,  i:  fabicltteJ  to  the  learned  by 
\Yay  of  conjcifturt  only. 

Vor..  IIT.  IM  y^ 
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His  bold  heart  beats ;  his  panting  foul 
Expands,  and  burns  for  glory's  goal. 
"Pleas'd  Virtue  mark'd  the  godlike  man, 
Schz'd  the  glad  omen,  and  began  : 

"  Hail,  matchlefs  youth  !  immortal  feed 
Of  Jove,  from  whom  the  brave  proceed  j 
Would'ft  thou  be  happy — follow  me — 
"True  greatnefs  heaven  referves  for  thee. 
The  Gods  with  vigor  flrung  thy  frame, 
They  gave  thy  foul  with  Mars  to  flame. 
That  thou  in  glory  might'ft  excell, 
But  moft  the  monfter,  FaJIon^  quell. 
From  Heaven  I  come,  thy  fteps  to  guide. 
To  fall,  or  conquer  by  thy  fide  ; 
To  lead  thee  to  the  founts  of  Truth, 
And  match  thee  with  immortal  youth.* 
What  claims  refpeft,  what  draws  renown, 
'Tis  Labour  gains,  and  Toils  that  crown ; 
Whate'er  is  glorious,  great,  or  fair, 
Is  Virtue\  boaft,  and  Firtue'i  care. 
Would'ft  thou  be  honoured  by  the  Stat€  ? 
In  arms  defend  her — and  be  great. 
Thy  country  calls  thee  to  the  field ; 
-  'Tis  thine  to  vanquilh,  thine  to  fliield  ; 

*  By  the  marriage  of  Hercules  with  Hcbc,  the  ancients  meant  that 
ihe  deeds  of  heroes  bloom  undiminished  through  time,  and  live,  as  it 
were,  in  perpetual  youth. 

To 
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To  tame  the  rude,  uncuitur'd  foil, 
And  make  the  defart  Graces  fmile ; 
Adorning  with  the  arts  of  Peace, 
The  glory  and  the  guard  cf  Greece. 
Shall  Sloth,  fiiall  Mufic'i  foothing  ilrainj. 
Unman  the  virtue  in  thy  veins  ? 
If  mufic  muft  thy  paffions  fire, 
Let  praife,  thy  country's  praife  infpire : 
Let  War's  alarms  thy  bread:  inflame^ 
The  mufic  of  a  hero's  name.* 
Let  the  flirill  trumpet  fhake  thy  foul, 
Let  Mars  the  battle's  thunder  roll : 
Be  each  ingloi  ious  care  fupprefs'd, 
And  warm  the  warrior  in  thy  breaft. 
Froxn  Virtue's  hill  what  profpefts  rife, 
Though  labour  in  the  conqucft  lies  I 
Unfading  beauties  bloom  aro\md, 
Sweet-warbling  airs  celeftial  found  ; 
Afcending  from  the  vale  below, 
Health's  own  ambrof:al  odours  blow  ; 
And  golden  funs  for  ever  (bine, 
To  make  thy  life  on  earth  divine. 

*  Themiftocles  being  aflted  what  fort  of  mufic  he  moft  admired  ? 
The  voice  of  him,"  replied  theliero,  "  that  beft  foui^ds  the  pratfcs  of 
my  aftions." — An  anr;ver  worthy  of  the  man  t'vat  made  il.  i 
Hor2c;  beautifully  alludes  to  themufic  of  a  good  name. 
>'  Das  aliquid  famse,  quae  carmine  f^ritior  aurcm 
<•  Otcupet  hunwnam  ?''  L:',i.  II.  Epift.  2. 

M  3  Or 
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-Or  flionld  one  forrow  intervene. 
To  fadden  the  delightful  fcene, 
'Tis  Pity's  tender  drops  that  flow 
for  miferable  man  below. 

*'  Delighting  and  delighted,  I 
•Dwell  with  the  bleft  above  the  Iky. 
The  Graces  in  my  train  are  feen, 
jMy  handmaids  they,  and  I  their  Queen : 
Thofe  Graces  that  on  Wifdom  wait, 
When  Jove's  proud  daughter  moves  in  flatc. 
I  guard  the  good  man's  peaceful  door, 
And  make  his  happinefs  fecure  : 
And  'lis  th'  induftrious  labourer's  lot 
To  find  me  conllant  at  his  cot. 
Then  mark  the  moral  I  advife, 
*Tis  Wifdom  fpeaks,  nor  Wifdom  lies  : 
To  curb  the  monfters  of  the  nind, 
(Thofe  monfters  that  enflave  mankind) 
The  light  of  Reafon  firft  was  giv'n, 
A  beam  to  man  deriv'd  from  heaven. 
But  Pleafure^s  fpecious  fmiles  of  joy 
Riot's  mad  fons  of  Mirth  dellroy. 
iL-rcups  with  pois'nous  juices  fiU'd, 
Though  myrtles  crown,  and  rofes  gild, 
Unnerve  the  ftrong,  the  gay  confume, 
And  lay  their  triumphs  in  the  tomb. 
The  body's  health  her  feafts  impair, 
Whilft  the  fick  fenfe  half  loaths  its  fare; 
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But  Virtue's  well-earn'd  meals  afford. 
Banquets,  unknown  to  Pkafure^s  board. 
Then  dare  be  great. — This  fword  and  ihielcl, 
Wliich  none  like  thee  fo  well  can  wield, 
(The  fame  to  Mars  by  Wifdom  giv'n, 
The  glorious  workmanflfip  of  heaven)     t 
At  once  thy  guide  and  guard  (hall  proTc, 
To  fit  thee  for  the  feafts  of  Jove." 

She  faid.     The  hero  paus'd  awhile, 
Allur'd  by  Pleafure*%  golden  fmilc  ; 
For  the  falfe  Syren  caft  a  look. 
That  half  his  refolution  fhook  j 
But  Jove  that  inftant  warm'd  his  foul, 
And  bade  his  loudeft  thunders  roll. 
Alcides  hail'd  the  voice  divine, 
"  And  "  Firtut !  Virtue  /  I  am  thine  ; 
Be  thou^  my  choice,  be  thou  my  guide  !'* 
Jove's  mighty  fon  tranfported  cry'd, 

Indignant  Plea/ure  then  began— 
^  Ceafe  thy  proud  boaft,  ambitious  man  I ' 
I  fee,  nor  diftant  is  the  day, 
I  fee,  vain  Greece  !  thy  power  decay  : 
I  fee  corruption,  floth,  and  luft, 
Dafli  thy  proud  glories  in  the  duft. 
I  fee  thy  virtue,  Sparta,  fled; 
I  fee  thy  freedom,  Athens,  dead  ! 
Lo  !  Rome  receives  my  willing  chain^ 
Aad  half  the  nations  blefs  my  reign. 

M  3  Even 
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Even  Britain's  felf  unmannM  1  fee, 
Her  brave^  youth  lliall  bend  to  nic  j 
Her  warriors  into  women  grow, 
Arm'd  lefs  for  fervice  than  for  (liow. 
Her  chiefs  the  quarter-deck  fliall  quit, 
On  fofas  with  the  fair  to  fit, 
And  Sloth's  foft-cufliion'd  couch  be  fpread, 
For  the  hard  hamn^ock's  flock -bound  bed  j 
While  mufic,  mirth,  and  mafquc,  and  fong, 
Emafculate  the  bold  and  ftrong. 
Her  clergy,  as  they  pray  for  bread, 
Shall  pimp  for  thofe  by  whom  they're  fed  ; 
And  ilall-proud  dignities  be  minCi 
To  fanftify  the  dull  divine^ 
For  whom  in  Plcafure\  feftive  hall, 
The  fatteft  of  the  flock  Ihall  fall. 
Her  lawyers,  arm'd  with  poifon'd  quilU, 
Like  vultures,  fliall  advance  their  bills ; 
And  Harpies  on  the  wings  of  fraud 
Come  rufhing,  flying  all  abroad. 
Where  Ilis  winds  her  willowy  way, 
And  Cam's  flow-circling  eddies  play  ; 
Her  youth  fliall  lift  the  coxcomb  head, 
"  With  Pleafure's  fweets  profufely  fpread : 
Nor  Learning's  odours  there  fliall  rife, 
But  Fops  to  Folly  facrifice  ; 
And  Grace,  and  Chefterfield  melt  dowa 
The  bullion  of  the  Britifli  crown. 
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'Or,  fhould  our  promis'd  empire  fail^ 
And  Virtue  one  fhort  hour  prevail, 
Italian  airs  my  power  fliall  fix, 
By  fiddles  propp'd,  and  fiddle-fticks. 
Mara\  fweet  fliake  fliall  lull  the  land. 
Lords  with  Glardini  lead  the  band, 
Cajirato  fwell  the  fuU-voic'd  choir, 
And  manhood's  felf  in  fqueaks  expire  j 
And  laft,  by  each  unthinking  fool, 
Vi  R  T UE  be  tum'd  to  ridicule. 
Thus  Pleafure^s  empire  all  fliall  own. 
And  Britain  vindicate  my  throne." 

She  faid,  and  inflant  fliot  from  fighty 
But  dropp'd  Iver  mantle  in  her  fliglit. 

ON  THE  SIGHT  OF  MISS  VASSAL,* 

AT    MRS.    JOtLIFFE's    MASftUE;aADp, 

Felruary  27,    1786. 
BY    RICHARD    PAUL    JODRELI.,    ESQ^ 

Imperial  nymph !  iU-fuited  is  thy  ni}iTi« 
To  fpeak  the  wonders  of  that  radiant  frairie  : 
Where'er  thy  fov'rejgn  form  on  earth  is  feen, 
AH  eyes  are — -Vassals  ; — thou  alone,  a  queen. 

*  Since  married  to  Sir  Godfrey  Wcbftcr,  of  Battle  Abbey,    Snffex, 
Bart. 

M  4  E  P  I- 


[    i48    ] 

EPIGRAM. 

Erudltijime  Coakle}^  tu  trisfemper  mihi  magnui  Apollo. 

^OMPAR'D  v^'vih  great  Lettfom,  how /////<•  is  Herfchjjl, 
*  A  world  he  difcover'd,  but  Lettfom  the  Wurzell ; 
That  far  diftant  orb  with  contempt  we  flioiild  treat,       T 
What  good  will  it  do  ?  Now  the  root  we  can  eat,  I 

Hcrfchers/<jrr  is  thus  prov'd  much  inferior  to  hetu       J 

ON  THE  PREMATURE  DEATH  OF  CLOE 
SNAPPUM, 

A  lady's  favourite  lap-doc. 

A    JE0    D*ESPRIT,     BY     DR.    FOTHERGILL,      OF    BATH. 

Sluh  dejtderio  Jit pudor  aut  7iiodMt 

'J aiTt—'Cari  capitis!  Hor« 

x  O  O  R  Clo  on  Delia's  downy  lap 
Took  many  a  fwcet  and  balmy  nap ; 
When  Delia  breath'd  the  evening  air, 
Clofriflt'd  and  gambol'd  near  the  fair  : 
Full  oft,  indeed,  the  pamper'd  elf. 
Like  Bladud's  pig,  o'er-flept  himfelf ; 
When  pinch'd  by  Damon,  wicked  wight. 
She'd  loudly  fhore — then  fnap  and  bite  j 

Diirt 
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l)art  fquinting  eye — ^prick  fwivel  ear, 
And  in  flirill  bonxj-Kvovj  accents  fvvear. 
But  now  poor  Cloe's  race  is  run- 
Adieu  to  roguifli  mirth  and  fun. 
Two  doftors  held  a  learn'd  debate 
On  Cloe's  cafe — alas,  too  late  ! 
For  at  the  riithlefs  tyrant's  call, 
Alonkies,  and  men,  and  lap-dogs  fall  t 
Remember  this — ye  belles  aad  beaux, 
Your  eyes,  like  her's,  at  length  muft  clofe  !— 
Soon  muft  ye  quit  your  fprightly  mirth. 
And  mingle  with  your  parent  earth ! 
Where  Kings,  and  Queens,  and  Peers  of  StatCy 
With — lap-dogs  fliare  one  common  fate  ! 
Thus  DeHa  mourn'd — while  in  each  eye 
The  big  broad  drop  flood  trembling  by. 

Now  Cio's  foft  Ikin — dear,  precious  fluff!. 
Adorns  fair  Delia's  fav'rite  muff: 
Still  gliftens  while  'tis  gently  prefs'd, 
And  fondly  by  the  nymph  carefs'd  ; 
Now  fooths  her  arm,  her  lips,  hercheek,. 
Still  pleas'd  to  "  dwell  in  dimple  fleek," 
But  flop — methinks  I've  faid  enough — 
Oh,  happy — happy — happy  muff! 

D  A  M  O  N. 
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ON     DELIA 's    BIRTH      DAY. 

AN    ANACREONTIC. BY    THE    SAME. 

Nunc  tfl  lilendum^  nunc  pede  Uhero 
Pulfando  tellus,  HoR, 

Prepare,  ye  fwalns,  the  jocund  lay 
To  welcome  Delia's  natal  day : 
Around  your  brows  the  myrtle  bind, 
Commit  your  forrows  to  the  wind : 
Let  Love,  and  Joy,  and  mirthful  Glee, 
This  day  your  boon  companions  be. 
Come  join  the  gay — the  jovial  throng. 

Begin  the  dance — begin  the  fong 

Let  fparkling  brimmers  crown  the  feaft, 
♦*  Then  welcome  fong,  and  welcome  jell," 
Letfprightly  wit  and  miith  abound, 
While  lovely  Delia's  health  goes  round. 

Attune  your  notes  to  Delia's  praife, 
For  well  the  nymph  deferves  your  lays ; 
From  morn  to  eve  prolong  the  tale, 
And  render  vocal  ev'ry  vale ; 
Search  ev'ry  wood,  and  grove,  and  plain, 
**  You  fcarce  will  meet  her  like  again." 

DAMON. 

ELE* 


ELEGIAC       STANZAS, 


SACRED 


To  the  Memory  of  a  nuich-lamentcd  Friend^  voho^  lathing 
in  the  Sea  on  the  Coaji  ^j/Tembrokefliire,  nuas^  ly  afud- 
den  Swell  •voajhed  a-voay  and  unfortunately  drovjned^  on 
the  ^d  of  K\\^\%  1 78 1.  What  rendered  the  Catafrophe 
Jllll  more  melancholy^  ivas  its  happening  in  the  Prefcnce  of 
a  mutual  Friend  of  the  Deceafed^  and  the  Author. 

WRITTEN    BY    W.    T.    FITZGERALD,    ESC^. 

Finis  VitiC  ejus  noils  luSluofus, 

TACT.    IN    AGRICOL^ 

What  Mufe  of  pity  fliall  my  heart  invoke, 
What  mournful  meafure  to  exprefs  its  grief,. 

Lament  the  fecial  bond  of  friendfliip  broke, 
And  venting  forrow  give  my  breaft  relief  !' 

How  vain  are  all  the  purpofes  of  man, 

Our  hopes  of  happinefs  and  dreams  of  love  !' 
Fruitlefs  the  fcenes  our  fond  ideas  plan. 

While  doubtful  hangs  the  balance  from  above- 
Full  in  the  pride  of  bold  afpiring  youth. 

With  active  health,  and  cheerful  ipirits  blefs'(J, 
I've  loft  a  friend — a  friend  of  matchlefs  truth, 

Whofe  mind  each  gen'rous  virtue  fure  poflefs'd ! 

M  6  And- 
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And  thou,  Eugene,  whom  Heav'n  in  pity  fpar'd, 
And  left  me  not  a  friendlefs  wretch  to  mourn, 

What  agonizing  pangs  thy  bofom  fliar'd, 

When  haplefs  Carlos  from  thy  fight  was  borne  ! 

Ah,  cruel  wave  !  that  wafli'd  him  from  the  fliore, 
And  broke  a  link  of  friendftiip's  facred  chain ! 

Why  would'ft  thou  not  unto  his  friend  reftore 
The  brcathlefs  body  from  the  dreary  main  ? 

Alas !  his  corpfe  expos'd  to  parching  wind, 

Floats  o'er  the  furface  of  the  treach'rous  deep  J 

{Oh,  wretched  mortals,  to  the  future  blind  !) 
1  little  thought  his  timelefs  death  to  weep. 

And  fuch  a  death  ! — ere  half  his  days  were  flown, 
Juft  as  he  enter'd  on  the  world's  wide  flage ; 

When  all  thofe  feeds  in  ripen 'd  flrength  had  grown. 
Which  Virtue  planted  in  an  early  age. 

No  friendly  care  his  relicks  to  attend. 

Nor  decent  ftone  his  merits  to  record ; 
No  warning  fent  of  his  approaching  end. 

Nor  knowledge  of  the  awful,  dread  award! 

Yet  with  fubmiffion  let  us  humbly  bend. 

And  be  our  guilty  murm'rings  all  fupprefs'd ! 

The  Almighty  call'd  to  Heav'n  my  much-lov'd  friend. 
And  what  his  will  decrees  muft  prove  the  hejl. 
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And  tho'  no  pompous  honours  are  beftow'd, 
No  fiin'ral  rights  upon  his  wat'ry  bier ; 

Frienclfhip  fliall  pay  the  debt  fo  juftly  ow'd, 
And  yield  the  annual  tribute  of  a  tear. 

Oft  as  that  fatal  morning  (hall  return. 

That  gave  my  friend  for  ever  to  the  wave, 

Fancy  before  my  eyes  fliall  place  his  urn, 
And  call  his  image  from  the  wat'ry  grave. 

Then,  when  the  vifion  opens  to  my  view. 
His  many  virtues  Mem'ry  fliall  impart ; 

And  pro\ang  to  our  friendfliip  ever  true, 
Shall  write  hia  Epitaph — upon  my  heart ! 


ON  MR.  MASON  S  ABUSE  OF  THE  LATE  DR.  SAMUEL 
JOHNSON,  IN  THE  MEMOIRS  OF  MR.  WILLIAM 
WHITEHEAD. 

W  HILE    Johnfon  fpokc,    poor  Mafon's  wrath  was 

dumb, 
But  Johnfon  filenc'd,  prattles  o'er  his  tomb. 
Thus,  at  fome  eagle  flain,  once  frighted  crows, 
With  daftard  vengeance  aim  their  puny  blows. 
Mafon  !  what  wreath  fliall  grace  that  critic's  head, 
Who  fear'd  the  living,  but  infults  the  dead  ? 


ON 
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OK    SEEING    THE     DUCHESS     OF     DEVONSHIRE     IX    AN 
HALF-MASK  AT  THE  OPERA  HOUSE  GALA  IN   I787. 

O  QUITE  reveal  that  heav'nly  face, 
Where  love  and  all  his  cherubs  play  ! 

So  Morn's  firft  blufli  in  lliades  we  trace, 
And  anxious  wait  the  brilliant  day. 

BROOKES's      GALA. 

jipril^    1 789* 
AIR. 
SUNG    BY    KELLY    AND    STORAGE. 
CHOKUS. 

H  A  R  K !  heard  you  not  yon  joyful,  cry, 
That  loudly  tore  the  echoing  flcy  ? 
*Twas  Britain's  voice — to  Heav'n  her  thanks  afcend, 
Thanks  for  her  King  reftor'd,  her  Father,  and  her 
Friend* 

DUETTO. 

No  more,-  by  fears  opprefs'd, 
The  mother  beats  her  breaft. 
Or,  loft  in  anguiflx  wild, 
Hangs  weeping  o'er  her  child, 

CHORUS. 
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CHORUS. 

Forth  from  the  cloud,  which  late  his  face  o^erfpread. 
The  Star  of  Brunfwick  buril,  a  purer  light  to  fhed. 

CHORUS. 

Come  then,  fweet  Minftrelfy  and  Song, 
And  youthful  Dance  trip  it  along ; 
Come  gay-ey'd  Mirth  and  frolic  Sport, 
Not  the  loofe  joys  of  Comus'  Court. 


ODE 

O  N      THE 

RESTORATION  OF  HIS  MAJESTY, 

RECITED    BY 

Mrs.     S  I  D  D  O  N  S ; 

WRITTEN    BY    MR.    MERRY. 

Refulgent  from  his  zenith  height. 

The  vaft  orb  fliow'rs  the  living  light, 
While  rofeate  Beauty  hails  the  bounteous  ftream; 

Gigantic  Ocean  drinks  the  blaze. 

Wild  on  his  boundlefs  billows  plays. 
And  fliakes  his  glitt'ring  trefles  to  the  beam. 
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But  fee,  engender'd  in  the  gloom 
Of  fallen  Night's  unhallow'd  womb. 
Dim  clouds  arife,  and  vapours  fell ; 
Onward  they  fpeed  their  baneful  flight, 

Spread  o'er  the  Heav'ns  their  fhadovvy  fpell, 
Deform  the  promis'd  day,  and  veil  the  glorious  light. 

Ah !  now  far  off  the  tim'rous  pleafures  hade, 
Sad  Silence  flumbers  in  the  lift'ning  v/afte  : 
From  her  lorn  cave  poor  Melancholy  fteals. 
And  fcarce  a  figh  her  fecret  pang  reveals ; 
Hufli'd  are  the  Zephyrs,  mute  the  tuneful  grove. 
The  notes  that  wak'd  to  joy,  the  gales  that  whifper'd 
love. 

— —  But  fliort  the  motirnful  change — behold 
Again  from  high  the  radiant  fplendour  roU'd  ; 
See,  the  frefli  flovv'rs  with  brighter  tints  are  fpread, 
And  richer  colours  paint  the  mountain's  head ; 
.  The  wanton  river,  more  luxuriant  leads 
His  filv'ry  current  through  the  laughing  meads  j 
A  fweeter  fong  the  feather'd  minftrel  tries,  "j 

Far  fweeter  perfumes  from  the  blolfoms  rife  ;  i 

'Tis  Nature's  incenfe  fills  the  bright'ningfkies.         J 

— —  So  when  thy  lullre,  George,    awhile 
Was  loft  to  Britain's  forrowmg  ifle, 

"^  Appall'd, 
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Appall'd,  we  fhrunk  beneath  the  blow  ; 

The  boldeft  heart  confeft  difmay, 

Defpar  o'ercaft  our  Glory's  day, 
Witnefs'da  Sov'reign's  worth,  and  fpoke  a  nation*!  woe. 

• But  rifing  now  to  tranlport  from  her  fears, 

Health  be  to  George,  our  King,  Britannia  criei ; 

Waft  the  warm  wifli,  ye  gales  that  rife, 
Spread  the  glad  founds,  ye  echoing  fphercs, 
Where'er  Britannia  proud  her  vi6tor  fceptre  rears ; 

Let  diftant  Continents  declare 

The  glorious  caufe  that  wakes  a  nation's  care,^ 
When  in  difafter's  heavy  hour. 

Dire  ficknefs  clouds  the  Monarch's  brow, 

'Tis  that  unflirinking  from  his  hallowed  vow, 
That  Monarch,  to  his  free-born  people  juft, 

Reigns  but  for  thofe  who  gave  himpow*r» 
And  makes  it  glory  to  deferve  the.truft. 

Long  reft  the  fceptre  in  his  equal  hand," 
And  to  his  fway  may  Heav'n  propitious  be  j 

Long  may  he  rule  a  willing  land. 
But,  oh  !  for  ever  may  that  land  be  free  ! 

—  Have  we  not  feen  a  threat'ning  world  combine, 
To  tear  the  laurels  from  Britannia's  flirine  ; 
Seen  countlefs  navies  load  the  weary  main, 
Legions  on  legions  fwell  th'  embattl'd  plain  ? 
Yes,  with  difdain  have  feen  them,  and  they  know 
How  quick  the  bold  prefumption  ends  in  woe : 

At 
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As  when  of  yore,  on  Poiaier's  purple  fiel4, 
Gaul's  regard  lord  refign'd  his  lilied  flueld, 
When  Cress  y's  troops  the  fable  Chief  rever'd. 
And  firft  Ich  Dien  on  his  plumes  appear'd. 
So  Hill  the  vanquifli'd  foes  of  Albion  find, 
Nought  can  refill  th'  unconquerable  mind  ; 
From  Eliot's  thunder,  Rodney's  rage  they  fly, 
Fate  gives  th'  infpiring  word — 'Tis   George    and 
Liberty  ! 

Fairy  people !  ye  who  dwell 
In  fragrant  Ev'ning's  vap'ry  cell, 
To  the  clear  moon  oft  repair, 
And  quaff  the  fpirit  of  the  air ! 
Bear  Britannia's  votive  wreath, 
Where  the  gentleft  zephyrs  breathe  j 
Lave  it  in  the  fapphire  tides, 
Where  immortal  Fame  refides ; 
Mark  the  leaves  which  valour  wore, 
Gather'd  by  the  hand  of  Love  ; 
Virtue  blefs'd  them  as  flie  view'd, 
*Tis  the  wreath  of  gratitude ! 

•— —  Yet  ftill  a  noble  palm  to  Britain's  heir 

Let  the  fond  ardour  of  affedtion  bear ; 

Juft  fo  the  favour'd  Prince,  in  whom  we  trace 

The  brighteft  glories  of  the  Brunfwick  race  ; 

Unfeign'd  benevolence,  grace  void  of  art, 

Tl^e  mildeft  nature,  and  the  firmeft  heart; 

Feci- 
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Feelings,  that  fliare  the  grateful  blifs  they  girCj 
When  bhifliing  bounty  bids  the  fuff 'rcr  live ; 
The  pride  of  gen'rous  worth  which  pants  to  prove. 
His  deareft  birthright  is  the  people's  love  ; 
His  beft  ambition  to  revere  that  law, 
Which  holds  the  free-born  heart  in  willing  awe. 
Such  are  the  virtues  happy  Britons  own, 
JDiifufe  reflected  lultre  on  a  throne. 
And  lo  !  HiBERNiA,  from  her  fertile  coaft, 
Leans  o'er  the  lucid  waves  to  hear  the  boaft ; 
Then  gaily  flrikes  her  harp's  melodious  ftring. 
And  with  the  fond  applaufes  greets  the  fpring  j 
Greets  the  light  blaft  which  jocund  fpeeds  away, 
To  where  the  Atlantic  clafps  the  linking  day. 
Spread,  ye  foft  gales,  our  nation's  honour  raife, 
And  blend  in  kindred  fame  fraternal  praife. 
Tho' thou,  ingenuous  York,  all  praife  difclain^ 
And  in  a  brother's  glory  feek  thy  fame, 
Howe'er  with  confcious  worth  thy  bofom  glowi. 
Thou  art  the  foe  of  none  but  Freedom's  foes. 
Dleli  be  thofe  youths  whofe  love  and  duty  wait. 
To  guard  the  public  parent  of  the  State— 
And  blefl  the  Father,  who  when  ills  invade, 
From  Heav'n  and  Nature  claims  the  fureft  aidt. 

Sullen  Hate  and  Party  Spleen, 

Pride  and  Envy  quit  the  fcene  ! 

Friendlliip  here,  and  Pleafure  bind 

riow'ry  fetters  on  the  mind ; 

Fcm.ilp 
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Pemale  charms  around  confplre--* 

Beaming  love,  and  Toft  defire  ; 

Forms  celeftial,  that  lurpafa 

Thofe  beheld  in  Fancy's  glafs, . 

When  the  youthful  Poet's  eye 

fleets  the  vilion'd  ecftafy. 

Sons  of  Free  dom,  hither  hafte, 

Only  you  the  blifs  can  tafte, 

Only  you  have  pow'r  to  prove 

What  h  Beauty,  what  is  Love. 

Sons  of  Freedom,  hither  throng,, 

Join  with  U6  the  loyal  fong, 

'Till  in  glad  concord  ev'ry  heart  agree, 

Brunswick's  bleft  line — ^BritanniVs  liberty. 

Written  in  Ireland^  inAuguft,  1 786* 
MARGARET    NICHOLSON. 

BY     R.    J.      . 

A  N  attempt  we  know  has  been  made  to  aflaflinate  hit 
Majefty.  That  gracious  Providence,  which  all  good  men 
fhould  pray  may  ftill  continue  to  guard  his  facred  perfon, 
has  been  pleafed  to  preferve  him  from  a  danger  fo  immi- 
nent, and  fo  furprifing.  In  the  memory  of  no  man  liv- 
ing have  the  internal  annals  of  Great  Britain  been  llained 
with  an  atrocity  fo  uncongenial  to  the  fpirit  of  that  coun- 
try.   The  prefs  and  idle  tongues  have  too  often  fcattered 

thoir 
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'their  obloquy  and  treafon  upon  Royalty,  but  till  now  the 
knife  has  not  been  unftieathed  againft  the  life  of  our  Sove- 
reign. A  v.oman's,  it  is  true,  and  a  lunatic's,  was  the 
hand  which  rais'd  the  weapon,  and  his  Majefty's  royal 
clemency  inftantly  forbad  any  rigour  to  be  ufed  towards 
her.  Snch  prefence  of  mind,  and  fuch  humanity,  re- 
quire no  ornament  ;  they  pronounce  at  once  their  own 
panegyric.  Yet  though  the  perpetration  was  fruftratcd, 
the  very  idea  of  fuch  a  crime  muft  kindle  every  latent 
fpark  of  fervour  and  loyalty  in  every  honeft  breaft  through 
his  dominions.  « 

Many,  no  doubt,  will  be  the- ignorant  exaggerations, 
and  not  fewer,  perhaps,  the  vague  conjedures  in  confe- 
quence  of  this  fliocking  incident ;  frenzy  too  may  not  in 
general  be  fo  eafily  traced  up  to  its  fource,  as  avoided  in 
its  outrages ;  but  though  this  horror  will  end  where  it 
began,  in  madnefs,  yet  Prudence  may  take  inftrudion 
from  it.  A  fpirit  of  traiterous  licentioufnefs  has  too  long 
pervaded  and  difgraced  the  publications  fpread  over  the 
Britifli  Empire — like  cankers,  they  eat  their  way  into  the 
core  of  Loyaky.  While  the  atrabihous  blood  of  England 
grows  blacker  at  their  perufal,  vifiohs  of  abufe  and  re- 
formation perplex  the  crazy  fancy  of  their  readers,  till 
the  moft  fanguinary  and  wicked  enterprizes  appear  to  be 
the  mofl  Conftitutional,  becaufe  they  are  the  moft  fum- 
mary  and  defperate.  Had  our  King  no  other  claim  to 
the  refpe<^ful  allegiance  of  his  people,  the  firft  title  in 
our  Law  (while  we  have  any)  ought  not  to  be  befpattered 

with 
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irith  fliamelefs  fcurrility,  and  made  fubftantire  to  the 
vileft  epithets :  belides  the  treafon,  they  defeat  the  pur- 
pofe  they  would  efFed,  debafing  the  nations  which  can 
tolerate,  and  not  the  Prince,  who  muft  defpifc  them. 
Difguftful  in  the  fouleft  degree  to  every  liberal  undcr- 
ftanding,  they  produce  more  ferious  ill  conlequences 
than  the  mere  loathing  or  indignation  of  Gentlcnten.  The 
ignorance  of  foreign  nations  believe,  or  their  cunning 
emiflaries  pretend  to  believe,  that  the  AfTertors  of  the 
Britifli  Conftitution  are  grown  weary  of  its  iooafted  pre- 
eminence, that  all  diilinctions  being  confounded,  all  re- 
fj)eft  to  decency  loil,  even  Majeftj-  itfelf  openly  reviled 
with  brutal  impunity,  fuch  a  State  muft  be  upon  the 
brink  of  Anarchy,  and  is  prepared  to  fling  itfulf  into  the 
chains  of  Defpot.  The  moft  powerful  they  know  is  moft 
likely  to  rule  in  the  chaos.  It  would  be  great  iiijuftice  to 
the  motive  which  excites  thefe  apprehenfions  to  charge 
tnfe  Writer  of  this  well-intended  paper  with  a  wifli  to  re- 
.  ftrain  the  free  difculTion  of  any  public  meafure,  or  the  juft 
cenfure  of  undeferving  Minifters.  He  would  ftep  for- 
ward to  reftrain  Majefty  itfelf  in  all  its  pomp  and  fplen- 
dour,  if  he  faw  it  attempting  to  ftride  over  tlie  barriers  of 
Law  and  the  Conftitution  ;  but  that  rcftraint  to  be  re- 
fpefted  fliould  be  refpectful,  nor  ouglit  the  C^entry  of 
thefe  Realms  to  forget  that,  though  Liberty  be  their  in- 
heritance, they  were  born  fubjefts.  During  the  reign 
of  his  Prefent  Majefty,  this  Kingdom  has  emerged  from 
a  ftate  of  obfcurity  and  deprelfion,  where  flic  had  long 

lain 
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lain  groveling  under  his  Predcceflbrs,  A  vindie^iiw  rctro^ 
fpe6t  to  our  fornier  unmerited  condition  can  but  fill  th» 
public  mind  with  gloomy  diflatisfadion,  fruftrating  at 
once  the  means  of  prefent  enjoyment,  and  ob'ftrufting 
thof-  of  future  acqUifition.  It  is  the  fpleen  of  a  Mifan- 
thrope,  not  the  fenfe  of  a  Politician.  The  delegated  au- 
thority of  this  Government  is  now  in  the  hands  of  a  noble 
Perfon  of  unblemiflied  honour  and  of  tried  refolution. 
We  have  experienced  fuch  qualities  in  our  prefent  Vice- 
roy, and  may  no  favage  excefles  among  the  lower  orders 
of  the  People,  nor  any  dangerous  and  ill-timed  competi- 
tions of  thofe  in  a  fphere  above  them,  compel  us  fpeedily 
to  leek  for  the  fame  in  the  Duke  of  Rutland's  SuccefTor. 

That  Minifters  have  not  been  permanent,  has  been  a 
heavy  misfortune,  efpecially  in  this  latter  cera,  to  this  un- 
toward country,  nor  is  it  to  be  afcribed,  as  fome  hgve 
careleflly  perfuaded  themfelves,  either  to  the  defign  or  to 
the  levity  of  his  Majefty.  Give  otlier  caufes  a  fair  exa- 
mination, and  we  fliall  find  the  true  one.  A  remote  Co- 
lonial War,  at  once  fomented  and  decried  at  home,  un- 
gracious in  its  objeft,  and  in  its  profecution  embarrafied 
by  all  the  impediments  which  nature  could  interpofe 
againft  it ;  the  ambitious  and  intriguing  policy  of  our 
,  natural  enemies,  humiliated  for  a  tim.e  by  defeats,  but 
always  vigilant  and  afpiring ;  the  high  diflentious  temper 
of  parties  in  the  feat  of  dominion ;  in  fliort,  a  combina- 
tion of  difficulties  have  too  often  forced  the  Crown  to 
bow  with  the  gale  of  public  opinion,^  while  unfortunately 

that 
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that  gale  has-  not  been,  at  any  period,  long  enough 
fteady;  Minillers  of  courfe  have  been  fliifted  with  it. 
But  whatever  part  we  may  cluife  to  aflign  to  his  y  ajefty 
in  thefe  movements,  no  well-informed  man  has  charged 
him  with  indifference  to  the  welfare  of  this  Ifland.  On 
the  contrary,  his  Royal  proteftion,  and  encouragement 
of  Ireland  have  fometimes  excited  jealoufy,  or  the  affec- 
tation of  it,  in  the  bofoms  of  fome  of  his  temporary 
Counfellors ;  fo  that  whatever  connexions  or  partial  re- 
gards may  be  among  us  for  any  particular  fet  of  men, 
the  King  is,  or  I  am  certain  ought  to  be,  the  firfl  collec- 
tive objetfl  of  our  affei^ionand  duty. 

Next  to  the  wild  enormity  of  the  attempt  to  deprive 
our  moft  excellent  and  amiable  Sovereign  of  his  life, 
would  be  that  of  fufferingconjefture  or  fufpicion  to  wan- 
der beyond  what  has  been  made  manifefl  to  the  world. 
It  is  not  poffible  that  any  true  Britilh  or  Irifli  heart  could 
be  depraved  or  cowardly  enough  to  fuggeft  a  traiterous 
aiTaffmation  as  an  expedient  for  any  purpofe  whatfoever. 
It  will  end  where  it  began,  in  the  infaniry  of  a  wretched 
woman.  A  Clement  and  a  Ravillac  were  the  offspring  of 
an  enflaved  Country,  and  their  deeds  the  genuine  brood 
of  Monkery  and  Fanaticifm ;  — before  fuch  fiends  the 
Tyrant,  and  the  Father  of  his  People,  fall  without  dif- 
tin^^^ion.  The  generous  hiftorians,  even  of  an  arbitraiy 
Government,  fenfible  of  the  true  caufe  why  Princes  are 
not  fafe  upon  their  thrones  or  in  their  chambers,  conti- 
nue to  poflerity  the  deteftation  of  fuch  mongers.  With 
I  the 
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the  fame  fpiiit,  and  with  one  voice,  may  the  People  of 
thefe  Realms  execrate  the  late  example,  and  devoutly 
offer  up  their  acknowledgements  to  the  King  of  Kings  for 
the  prefervation  of  their  Sovereign ! 

A  FRIEND  TO  THE  CONSTITUTION. 

INSCRIPTION 

ON'  A  TEMPLE  AT  CASTLETOWN,  THE  SEAT  OF  THE 
aiGHT  HON.  THOMAS  CONOLLY,  IN  THE  COUNTY 
OF  KILDARE,  DEDICATED  TO  CAROLINE  COUN- 
TESS   OF    BUCKINGHAM. 

You  gentle  fpirits  ^^  ho  approach  this  feat. 

Enter  with  thoughts  compofed,  and  reverent  feet, 

While  art  and  nature  charm  th*  admiring  eye, 

Give  the  foft  tribute  of  one  tender  figh, 

To  her  who  diltant  glads  fome  happier  fphere, 

Yet  leaves  her  lov'd  idea  ever  here. 

Here  beauteous  Caroline  was  wont  to  fliun 

The  dazzling  blaze  of  yon  meridian  fun. 

And  here  retired,  from  his  bright  beams  y  «  hdrew, 

The  nobleft  objed  thofe  bright  beams  cou'd  viev,-, 

A  gen'rous  breaft  with  glowing  kindnefs  warm, 

A  heart  unfpotted,  and  an  angel's  form. 

Hail,  dear  retreat !  may  ev'ry  fylvan  pow'r 

With  care  diftinguifli'd  gijard  this  favour 'd  bow'r. 

R.  JEPHSON. 

Vol.  til  N  EXTEM- 
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EXTEMPORE  LUDICROUS  MILTONIC  VERSES, 

TO    THE    LATE    MRS.    GARDINER, 
FROM    MR.  JEPHSON. 

jVl  ADAM !  I  write  an  humble  fuitor  to  you. 

There  is  an  adtrefs,  JMrs.  Taplhi  hight, 
Whofe.  benefit  comes  on  next  Saturday, 
Fam'd  4-s  Tou  Like  It  is  the  fpeftacle, 
Invading  Harlequin's  the  Interhide, 
And  phirap  Mifs  Pope  plays  Dorothea  Snip. 
To  thefe  fucceeds,  by  way  oi  Petite  Piece, 
The  Mafque  oiCofnus,  which  the  eyelefs  Bard 
{Britannia's  Homer)  in  immortal  vcrfe 
Gave  to^th'  admiring  world,  where  moral  grave, 
Pleafure's  allurements,  and  the  revel  route 
Of  Bacchanalian  Riot,  Dance  and  Song, 
The  cup  of  Circe,  an^  the  Sorcerer's  wand. 
Bright  Spirits  clad  in  weeds  from  liis  woof. 
And  Senfuality  vvith  Porker's  fnour, 
And  virtuous  Lady  fpurning  liquoiifh baits, 
Bold  in  the  praife  of  lun-clad  Chaftity, 
And  Youths  full  of  wife  faws  and  fentences, 
(The  frequent  lore  of  Eld's  oft-razorM  lip) 
In  mingled  meafure  charm  the  eye  and  ear. 

A  Diflertationon  a  Hobby-horfe, 
Pronounc'd  by  Mr.  1'aplin^  crowns  the  feene. 

1  Nov/ 
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Now  hear  the  ftoiy  of  this  Taplinhwifc^ 

And  the  brief  caufe  of  my  foliciting. 

Djrr^  Vvho  trod  fo  long  the  various  ilage 

III  fock  or  bufliin,   (now  he  treads  no  more, 

Save  there  be  theatres  in  Pluto's  reahn) 

Her  father  was — the  ancellors  of  Tig/je  * 

Cherifli'd  with  fofl'ring  hand  the blamelcfs  man, 

And  Tigoe,  our  frientl  to  Dyer's  only  child, 

Extends  his  kind  proteftion  :  he  to  me 

Has  recommended  her,  and  prays  me  join 

To  his  ray  interceffion,  that  your  form. 

Fairer  than  Paris  lov'd,  or  Xeuxis  dvcw. 

May  grace  a  fide-box  at  her  benefit. 

Mhichin  f  and  Beyd^  %  and  many  a  comely  nymph 

Fond  to  be  feen,  but  fonder  to  oblige, 

Bring Avith  you,  room  there  is  enough  for  all, 

Tho'  your  whole  mother  §  fwell  the  company. 

But,  oh  !  whate'er  yo\i  determine.  Lady  ! 
Apprize  me  quickly,  by  a  written  note, 
Or  meflage  verbal,  or  a  kinder  call 
On  me  or  confort  near  tiie  Caflle-Hall. 

Jpril  1776.  R.  J. 

*   Mr.  Edward  Tighc,  a  very  reff  eiflafcle  charai£lcr,  wtll  known  in 
the  literary  and  theatrical  circles  of  Grent  Britain  and  Ireland. 
•}-   Afterwards  Mrs.  V.  Montgomery. 
\    Now  Countefs  of  Carhamnton. 

A  Lady  remarkable  for  her  bcauly  and  emborpoint . 

N  2  BUJl- 


[    26.8    ] 
BURLESQUE    M  I  L  T  O  N  I  C. 

EXTEMPORE  ANSWER  TO  AN  INVITATION  FROM  TH£. 
I.A1E  MRS.  GARDINER  TO  DANCE  WITH  HER  AT 
A    BALL    AT    HER    SISr£Jl's,    THE   HON.  MRS.  BERE6- 

tord's,  IN   177S. 

IvIND  Summoner  !  expert  me  not  in  rain, 
With  thee  to  lead  the  mazy  country  dance, 
Where  fiddles  loud,  with  clanging  dulcimore, 
Tabor  and  pipe  enliv'ning,  or  full  tone 
Fromfurlier  chord,  or  wire  jefponfive  ftruck, 
Or  boxen  tubes  uttering  far  fweeter  breath 
Than  the  blind  minftrel's  whifkey-fwill'd  pour  in, 
Infpire  the  twinkling  feet  of  all  who  crowd 
To  fhake  thy  beauteous  filler's  trembling  floora. 
Ill  fuits  my  mood  with  faltant  reveliy  ; 
And  admonition's  fagc  from.Pcean'sfong, 
Deep- letter'd  men,  well  cloak'd,  full  periwig'd, 
Pulfe-feeling  me  prohibit :  then  my  vow — 
(Raflivow!  renew 'd  too  oft,  and  violate,) 
Thyfelf  did  hear  it — *'  I  no  more  wou'dmake 
**  My  grizzling  head  the  minion  of  my  heels, 
**  Nor  bound,  nor  frifk,  nor  hop,  nor  rife  and  fink 
*«  Mechanical,  to  impulfe  of  light  founds." 
Not  that  the  honour  of  thy  offer'd  hands 
Infenfible  I  prize  not,  or  too  proud, 
Rejed  as  worthlcfs,  witnefs  the  delight 
.  Their 
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Their  eloquent  aftion,*  true  inte'rpreter 

Of  mighty  Shakefpeare's  foul  fo  lately  gave. 

When  to  my  ears  and  eyes  the  ancient  fctn'e 

Was  realiz'd — enthufiaftic  Tighe 

Reciting,  thou  impailioning  the  flrain 

With  gcfture,  look,  and  motion.     So  of  old" 

(If  critics  err  not)  on  the  Grecian  ftage, 

Or  Latian,   (hngft  capacious  theatres) 

The  multitudinous  and  diftant  throngs 

Receiv'd  their  peet's  fenfe,  one  part  exprefs'd 

By  joint  QScertion  of  the  two-fold  mime. 

Know,  I  am  held  befides  by  manacles 

Of  long  engagement  to  devote  this  night, 

Till  blithe  Hyperion"  glittering  cheers  the  Qawn5 

To  other  fcenes  than  choral  merriment, 

Atdiftance  many  a  food  from  Marlborough  Street. 

Then  let  fome  meeter,  happier  fwain  be  blefs'd 

To  jig  and  amble  vis-a-vis  de  vous. 

Share  thou  the  nimble  joy,  if  joy  it  be, 

WithiS^w,  large  headed,  but  well  balanc'd  too 

By  prominence  behind,  or  Staples  bland, 

Or  Ned  portentous,  giving  import  deep 


^-  An  epidemic  hoarfenefs  prevented  Mrs.  Gardiner  from  reciting  the 
words  of  Lady  Macbeth,  at  a  preparatory  rehearfal  of  the  tragedy  on  a 
private  ftage.  Mr.  Tighe,  with  his  ufual  alacrity,  undertook  to  recite 
for  her  while  Ihe  accompanied  the  words  with  infinite  grace  and  variety 
of  aftioa. 

N  3  To 
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'  To  "  what's  the  clock  ? "  or,  "  which  way  blows  the 

*'  wind  ? 
*'  Twice  two  count  four,  fire  burns,  and  froftis  cold.'* 
Or  dance  with  Tig/jef  for  Ti^he  with  thee  wou'd  dance 
Abdominous,  but  not  unmuficaK; 
Or  dcej>mouth'd  ToIct^  (loud  tho'  little  he), 
Or  Hal  of  cordag'd  phiz,  but  air  of  fwain 
Stanopian,  high  above  the  vulgar  modes 
Of  pain  and  pleafure,  bumpkin  fympathies ! 
Diftortiye  forrow,  feature-warping  grin, 
III  feeming  with  difcolour'd  toothlefs  gums, 
Or  fangs  of  ebon  die,  whence  iflue  oft 
(Unlike  the  Sharon  from  thy  rofy,  mouth) 
Peilileut  vapours,  fleams  to  love  averfe  : 
Plum  down  with  flagging  plumes  foft  Cupid's  drop. 
As  liraDgled  birds  o'er  foul  Amfanftus  pool. 
Give  each  or  all  thy  hand  for  one  fhort  night, 
But  in  thy  breaft  a  friendly  corner  keep 
For  him  who.ltnows  thy  worth,  and  values  thee. 

R.J. 


INSCRIP. 
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INSCRIPTION 

fOR    THE    COTTAGE    AT    CASTLE-TOWN,     DEDICATED 
TO    MICH,AELMAS-DjfY, 

XY    LADY    L.    A.    CONOLLY^   ■" 

Michaelmas,  my  favourite  day  I 
Joy  to  thy  returning  ray  ! 
To  thy  dear  pi  opitious  hour, 
Grateful  I  inlcribo  this  bow'r; 
Firft,  on  thy  blels'd  noon  I  faw. 
Him  vvhofe  will  has  been  my  law. 
Who  fuch  law  wou'd  not  approve^ 
While  its  bond  is  mutual  love ! 
Here  notpulfe  nor  poultry  fail, 
Wholefome  bread  nor  amber  ale. 
Water  from  yon  plenteous  ftream, 
Harmlefs  curds  nor  cheefe  of  cream  ; 
You  who  like  my  cottage  cheer. 
Love  my  love,  and  welcome  here ! 
All  the  reck'ning  you  need  pay 
Is;.  to  hail  my  favourite  day, 

L.  A.  CONOLLY, 


N  4  PRO- 


PROLOGUE, 

Ai  it  might  have  hcenfpoken  at  the  Reprefentation  of 
T  k  E    WAY    TO    K  E  E  P   H  I  M. 

BY    THE    D.    OF    R. 
WRITTEN    BY    JOHN    KENT,    ESQUIRE* 

VT  HEN  Beauty  brings  her  whole  artiWrj  here, 
I  fink  into  a  i;«a;7«//?'V  engineer. 
In  vain  my  heart  each  battery  employs, 
Whiift,  furer  than  the  hall^  her  glance  dellroys ; 
No  more  the  filenc'dyi>r/  a  fire  fupplies, 
Bur,  conqiier'd,  yields  to  tvi«««?««rt''f/ of  eyes ! 

'Gainfl  blooming  Darner's*  elegance  of  mien, 
^ly  Jlores  of  ordnance  yield  not  oncfafcine  j 
My  ^tfrr//tf//j  would,  certainly,  fubmit, 
^//rtc^V by  Campbell's-)-  fmiles,  and  Bruce's  %  wit, 
Prefumptuous!  to  fuppofe  that //i?/5<t;-/'s§  form 
Invincible  as  charming,  could  wotjlorm 
The  planted  haftlon  !  What  She  fupplies, 
Circumvallation's  fruitlefs  breadth  defies ; 

*  Mrs.  Lovcmore.     -{•  Lady  Conlitnt.     J  Muflin. 
§  Widow  Bellmour. 


Her 
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Her  coup  de  main  deflroys  my  coup  de  maltre^ 
Defeats  ftait  up  where'er  I  reconnoih-e / 
Such  checks  muft  change  me  to  zfortrefs-hater* 
On  hope  forlorn  to  heat  my  inarch  afraid, 
When  &\^ry  paj's  )xx%Jlanks  oi  amhufcade  ', 
When  each  redoubt^  each  lengthen'd  enfilade^ 
Is,  by  her  lu^/^/^/of  wr/a/ fwept  abroad; 
\i  Ama%ons  the  breafi'Vjark  *  will  invade. 
My  darling  fcience  boafls  no  gabionade. 

Without  capitulation — let  me  yield, 
Defert  the  trenches — take  the  pezcefnlfeld* 
Nor,  when  the  fair  hejieger''s  train  divine, 
At  once  hlo'ixjs  up  the  depredating  mine ; 
Should  I  lament  that  ev'ry  rampart  fell, 
If  hands  like  your's  f  would  raife  my  citadel* 


} 


So  when  the  Paphian  Queen — lefs  fair  than  you, 
Th'  unerring  {haft  from  Cupid's  quiver  drew  ; 
Deep  in  her  Mars'  breaft  fhe  plung' 
Made  ev'ry  drop  of  warlike  blood  depart 
And  fill'd  with  love  the  fubjugated 


piverdrew  ; 

j'd  the  dart,  1 

departy  r 

heart,  J 


*  Putting  his  hand  amoroufly  upon  his  lieart. 

•j-  Addrcfling  himfelf  to  the  female  part  of  the  audience* 


S  ON. 


T    *74    I 
SONNET 

IN    THE    NEW    COMEDY    OF 

FALSE      APPEARANCES. 

BY   THE  RIGHT   HON.  GENERAL  CONWAY^ 
I. 

r  AIR  EST  nymph,  while  thus  I  moan,,. 

Blooming  hope  fubmits  to  love  ', 
The  ftars  areconfcious  of  each  groan». 

Heav'n-born  paflions  from  above. 

II. 
The  pitying  plains  fhall  fee  wy  angulfh,. 

Bowing  with  a  load  of  woe  : 
Morning,  noon,  and  night,  I  languifh,. 

AH  on  lire,  from  top  to  toe. 

III. 
Through  Phlegethon  my  limbs  are  wading,. 

In  thy  torrid  zone  of  charms  j 
Cupid  aiding,  love  perfuading ; 

Take,  oh  !  take  ine  to  thy  arms. 


JNSCRIF- 


i  •  \7S    3 

inscription: 

On  a  Temfik  at  Caftletowrt,  the  Seat  of  Mr.  Conolly, 
in  the  County  of  Kildare,  dedicated  to  the  Chevali£R 
Lelaune,  Captain  of  a  French  Fri^ate^  hy  Lady 
Louisa  Conolly. 

vVhILE  Bourbon  to  thy  martial  fame,  Lelaune, 
JMay  raifethe  column,  or  infcribe  the  ftouej 
To  thefe  calm  feats  thy  gentler  praife  extends^ 
Where  foes  to  France  are  to  thy  virtue  friends. 
Here  pleas 'd  they  tell  when  vicft'ry  on  the  wave. 
Bright  Leinfter  captive  to  thy  fortune  gave  ; 
When  the  rude  element  and  ruder  war 
Heav'd  her  foft  breaft  *  with  many  an  anjdous  care,. 
How  the  fierce  Gauls  when  thy  fair  deeds  they  law, 
Turn'd  wild  defire  to  reverential  awe  ; 
Confefs'd  the  wonder  of  her  matchlefs  charms, 
And  conqxier'd  more  by  courtefy  than  arms  \ 
This  all  admire,  but  moft  a  filler's  love, 
Studious  to  honour  what  her  thoughts  approve, 
Oft  owns  the  gen'rous  viftorof  the  fea, 
And  gives  this  ftirine  to  gratitude  and  thee. 

R.  JEPHSON. 

*  The  Duchefs  Dmvagcr  of  Leinfter,  in  the  I  aft  war  with  Americi 
svndFrana,  had  four  fons  iu  aftual  fcrvice  with  his  Majefty's  forces. 

LINES 
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LB^ES  ON  THE  PRINCESS  ELIZABETH 

BATH-ING    IN    THE    S%\    AT    WEYMOUTH. 

July  4,    17S9. 

1  F,  hoary  Ocean,  from  thy  furges  fpring 
A  beauteous  form,  with  ev'ry  radiance  hung, 

When  VtNU-s  roie  to  iigiit  \        - 
Sute  charms  as  exquiiite  as  thofe  you  gave, 
Are  circlM — when  Eliza  in  thy  wave 

To  bathe  her  limbs  delight ! 

STANZAS, 

BY    R.    B.    SHERIDAN,    ESQ. 

A  S  K '  S  T  thou,  "  how  long  my  love  fhall  Hay, 

"  When  all  that's  new  is  part  ?" 
How  long  ?  ah,  Delia  !   can  I  fay 

How  long  my  life  will  laft  ? 
Dry  be  that  tear — be  hufli'd  that  figh  ; 
At  leaft,  I'll  love  thee  till  1  die. 

II. 

And  does  that  thought  afFe61:  thee  too,' 

The  thought  of  D amon  's  death  ? 
That  he  who  only  lives  for  you, 

Mull  yield  his  faithful  breath. 

Hufli'd  be  that  figh,  be  dry  that  tear. 

Nor  let  us  lofe  our  heaven  here  ! 

DELIA 


t  m   1 

DELIA    TO    DAMON. 

JN    ANSWER    TO    THE    ABOVE    STANJIAS. 

ThINK'ST  thou,  my  Damon,  Pd  forego 
This  tender  luxury  of  v/oe. 
Which  better  than  the  tongue  imparts., 
The  feelings  of  impaffion'd  hearts  ; 
Bleft,  if  my  fighs  and  t^ars  but  prove 
The  winds  and  waves  that  waft  to  love. 

Can  true  affedtion  ceafe  to  fear  ? 
Poor  is  the  joy  not  worth  a  tear ! 
Did  pa(rion,ever  know  content  ? 
How  weak  the  rapture  words  can  paint ! 
Then  let  my  fighs  and  tears  but  prove 
The  winds  and  waves  that  waft -to  love, 

Thf  Cyprian  bird  with  plaintive  moan. 
Thus  makes  her  faithful  paffion  known  ; 
So  Zeph'rus'  breathes  on  Flora's  bow'rs, 
And  charms  with  fighs  the  queen  orflow'rs  ! 
Then  let  my  fighs  and  tears  but  prove 
The. winds  and  waves  that  waft  to  love. 


AN 
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P   I    T   A    P    H 

aiPON    GEORGE    LORD    BROOK,    SON  OF    THE    EARL    09 
WARWICK,    AGED  I4  YEARS,    DIED  MAY   I,    1 786. 

-T  AREWELL,  dear  youth  !  for  ever  torn  away, 
'Midft  the  fair  hopes  which  birth  and  fortune  gave, 

With  aching  hearts  thy  laft  fad  rites  we  pay, 
And  drop  the  tears  of  pity  o'er  thy  grave. 

"Farewell,  dear  youth !  yet  memory  long  fliall  trace 

Each  early  virtue  dawning  in  thy  mind, 
T^y  gentle  manners,  unaftefted  grace. 

Vivacity  with  fenfe  and  fweetnefs  join'd. 

Blooming  in  health  and  beauty,  as  of  late, 
Oft  fliall  thy  form  to  Fancy's  eye  appear ; 

And  whilft  AfFeftion  mourns  thy  early  fate, 

Thus  from  thy  tomb  thy  voice  fhall  Re^fon  hear, 

<*  Enough,  dear  friends  ! — Yoxir  partial  tears  reftrain, 
*'  Nor  vainly  murmur  againft  Heav'n's  decree  j 

<*  To  refcue  me  from  future  cares  and  pain, 
*'  From  pleafure's  fnares,  from  vice  and  mifery, 

**  God  in  his  mercy  kindly  fnatch'd  me  hence, 

"•'  And  took  me  to  himfelf  in  youth  and  innocence." 


MAR- 
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MARQUIS   TOWNSHEND^s  VERSFS, 

ON    HIS    NIECE,    MISS    GARDINEH. 

-iJ^  S  lat«  Florinfia  on  her  death-bed  lay, 

And  felt,  cdi=nj5ds'd,  each  vital  pow'r  ctecay  ; 

No  longer  fcience  could  her  t)loom  fuftain, 

Andkuidred  tears'^  in  fliow'rs  fell  in  Vain  :  ■ 

The  fun  meridian  glimmer*d  to  hec  eye, 

And  panting  breath  announc'd  her  end  was  nigh  ; 

She  turn'd  and,  fmihng,  aflced  i"  When  fhall  I  die  ?** 

In  realms  above  my  long-moiirn'd  mother  join'd  ?— 

-See,  fee  her  ai;ms  ftretch'd  out  to  meet  with  mine  ! 

Adieu,  pure  foul ,!  with  rapture  take  thy  flight, 

Qiiit  thy  dark  manfion  for  eternal  light ! 

For  blifs  eternal !  whilft  at  Heaven's  gate 

Thy  lifter  angels  thy  arrival  wait, 

Swift  to  condvi£t  thee  to  thy  parentis  breaft, 

For  Heav'n  has  heard,  and  granted  thy  requefl:, 

0«  the  BENEFIT  .faidto  hr  already  recehtd  hy  HIS 
MAJESTY  from  Sea  BatJjirig, 

BY    VV.    COWPER,    ESQj 

\J  Sovereign  of  an  Ifle  I'enown'd 

For  undifputed  fway. 

Whenever  o'er  yon  gulph  profound 

Her  navies  win'g  their  way  ! 

*  The  kindred  tears,  in  the  4th  line,  are  thofe  of  the  Marchionefe 
Townfhend. — ^I'his  is  the  incident  painted  by  Mrs.  Cofway, 

With 


With  jufter  claim  flie  builds  at  length 

Her  glory  on  the  fea, 
And  well  may  boaft  the  wave  her  ftrength, 

Since  they  have  ftrengthen'd  thee. 

SO        N        N        E        T 
r 

In  the  Nevj  Comedy  ofFALSE  APPEARANCES. 

BY    THE    RKSHT    HON.    GENERAL    CONWAY. 

Wo  N  D  E  R  not  if  thus  I'm  mute, 

Nor  think  it  is  a  vain  pretence; 
Babbling  mirth  withy'^  may  fuit. 

But  to  grief  it  gives  ofl'ence. 

Spring,  th'  enraptur'd  plain  adorning, 

Wakes  the  jocund  voice  of  love. 
With  the  wint'ry  blafts  returning, 

Silence  reigns  throughout  the  grove. 

Joy  and  Damon  are  but  one, 

All  is  grief  if  he  depart, 
'Tis  the  abfence  of  the  fun, 

'Tis  the  winter  of  the  heart ! 


s. 
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